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CHAPTER I. 

I HOPE PM NOT DISTRUSTED. 

Gerard Maule, as the reader has been informed, wrote three 
lines to his dearest Adelaide to inform her that his father would 
not assent to the suggestion respecting Maule Abbey which had 
been made by Lady Chiltern, and then took no further steps in the 
matter. In the fortnight next after the receipt of his letter 
iK)thing was heard of him at Harrington llall, and’ Adclnlde, 
though she made no complaint, was unhappy. Th6h came the 
letter from Mr. Spoomcr, — ^^vith all its rich offers, and Adelaide's 
mind was for a while occupied with wrath against her second 
suitor. But as the egregious folly of Mr. Spooner, — ^for to her 
thinking the aspirations of Mr. Si:>ooner were egregiously foolish, 
— died out of her mind, her thoughts reverted to her engagement 
Why did not the man come to her, or why did he not write ? 

She had received from Lady Chiltern an invitation to remain 
with them, — the Chiltems, — till her marriage. But, dear Lady 
Chiltern, who knows when it will be ?" Adelaide had said. Lady 
Chiltern had good-natifredly replied that the longer it was put off 
th^ better for herself. “ But you'll be going to London or abroad 
before that day comes." Lady Chiltern declared that she looked 
forward to no festivities which could under any circumstances re- 
move her four and twenty hours travelling distance from the ken- 
nels. Probably she mighUgo up to London for a couple of months 
as soon as the hunting was over, and the hounds had been drafted, 
and the horses had been coddled, and every covert had been visited. 
From the month of May till the middle of July she might, per- 
VOL. II. B 



J 


raiNEAS REDUX. 


be allowed to be in town, as commtinications by telegram 
oould nowbe made day and night. After that preparations for 
cub-hunting would be imminent, and, as a matter of course, it 
would be necessary that 4she should be at Harrington Hall at so 
important a period of the year. During those couple of months 
she would be very happy to have the companionship of her friend, 
and she hinted that Gerard Maule would certainly be in town. “ I 
begin to think it would have been better that I should never have 
seen Geyard Maule,’" said Adelaide Palliser. 

This happened about the midddle of March, while hunting was 
still in force. Gerard’s horses were standing in the neighbourhood, 
but Gerard himself was not there. Mr. Spooner, since that short, 
disheartening note had been sent to him by Lord Chiltem, had 
nbt been* seen at Harrington. There was a Harringtdh Lawn 
Meet on one occasion, but he had not appeared till the hounds 
were at the neighbouring covert side. Nevertheless he had 
declared that he did not intend to give up tlie pursuit, and 
had even muttered something of the sort to Lord Chiltem. “ I 
am one of those ‘fellows who stick to a thing, you know,"" he 
'Said. ^ 

I am afraid you had better give up sticking to her, because 
«he"s going’^to marry somebody else."" 

“ I’ve heard all about that, my lord. He’s a very nice sort of 
young man, but I"m told he hasn’t got his house ready yet for a 
family."" Ail which Lord Chiltem repeated to his wife. Neither of 
them spoke to Adelaide again about Mr. Spooner ; but this did 
cause a feeling in Lady Chiltera’s mind that perhaps this engage- 
ment with young Maule was a foolish thing, and that, if so, she 
was in a great measure responsible for the folly. < 

Don’t you think you’d better write to him?” she said, one 
morning. 

“ Why does he not write to me ?” 

But he did, — ^when he told you that his father would not cpn- 
sent to give up the house. You did not answer him then.” 

“ It was two lines, — without a date. I don’t even know where 
he lives.” 

‘‘ You know his club ?” 

" Yes, — know his club. I do feel, Lady Chiltem, that I have ^ 
become engaged to many a man as to whom I am altogether in the 
d^k. 1 don’t like wiking to him at his dub.” 
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« You have seen more of him here and in Italy than mostguls 
see of their future husbands.” 

So I have, — but I have seen no one belonging to him. Don’t 
you understand what I mean ? I feel all -at sea about hiuL , I am 
sure he does not mean any harm.” 

** Certainly he does not.” 

“ But then he hardly means any good.” 

** I never saw a man more earnestly in loye,” said I-ndy Chiltem. 

** Oh yes, — ^he’s quite enough in love. But ” 

«Btitwhat?” 

He’ll just remain up in London thinking about it, and never 
•tell himself that there’s anything to be done. And then, "down 
here, what is my best hope ? Not that he’ll come to see me, but 
that he*ll come to see his horse, and that so, perhaps, I may 
get a word with him.” Then Lady Chiltern suggested, with a 
laugh, that perhaps it might have been better that she should 
accepted Mr. Spooner. There would have been no doubt 
as to Mr. Spooner’s energy and purpose. “ Only that if there was 
not another man in the world I wouldn’t marry him, and that I 
never saw any other man except Gerard Maule whom I even fan- 
cied T could marry.” 

About a fortnight after this, when the hunting was all over, in 
the beginning of April, she did write to him as follows, and did 
direct her letter to his club. In the meantime Lord Chiltem had 
intimated to his wife that if Gerard Maule behaved badly he should 
consider himself to be standing in the place of Adelaide’s father or 
brother. His wife pointed out to him that were he her father or 
her brother he could do nothing, — that in these days let a man 
behave ever so badly, no means of punishing was within reach of 
the lady’s friends. But Lord Chiltern would not assent to this. 
He muttered something about a horsewhip, and seemed to suggest 
that one man could, if hb were so minded, always have it out with 
another, if not in this way, then in that Lady Chiltem protested, 
and declared that horsewhips could not under any circumstances be 
efficacious. ‘‘ He had better mind what he is about,” said Lord 
Chiltem. It was after this that Adelaide wrote her letter : — 

Harrington Hall, 5th April 

^‘Dear Gerard, — 

1 have been thinking that I should hear from you, and havo 

B 2 
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been surjjrised, — I may say unhappy, — l)ccause I have not done 
so. Perhaps you thought I ought to have answered the three 
words which you wrote to me about your father. ; if so, I will a]^o- 
logise ; only they did not seem to give me anything to say. I was 
very sorry that yourfiithcr .should have ‘cut up rough,' as you call 
it, but you must remember that we both expected that he w-oiikl 
refuse, and that wx* are only therefore wlicre we thought we should 
be. I sujijjose wc shall have to wait till Providence docs some- 
thing for us,- only, if so, it w'ould be jjleasauler to me to hear 

your own opinion about it. 

Tlie C'hilterns are surprised that you shouldn’t have come 
back, and seen the end of the season, d'hevc were some very good 
runs just at last ]>articularly tine on last Monday. Put on 
Wednesday 'rnimjjcton ’WMod was again blank, and there was 
some row aliout wires. I can’t ex}>lain it all ; but you must come, 
and Lord Chi I tern will tell you. 1 have gone down to sec the 
horses ever so often ; — but I don't care to go now as you never 
write to me, d’hey are all throe quite wx‘ll, ami Fa.n looks as 
silken and as soft as any lady need do. 

“Lady C'hiltern has been kinder than I can tell you. 1 go up 
to town witli her in hlay, and shall reniain with her while she is 
there. So far I have decided. After that my future home must, 
sir, deiiend on llw* resolution and determination, or jierha.ps on 
tlie vagaries aud capri('es, of Iiim wlio is to be my future master. 
Joking a])art, I must know tf> v» hal 1 am to look forward befcn'c 1 
can make u]> my mind whether 1 will or will not go bac k to Italy 
towards tlie end of tlie summer, if 1 do, i fear J must do so just 
in the hottest lime of the year ; Init I shall not like to coiik* down 
here again after leaving London,-- -unless something by tluit I line 
has been settled. 

“ 1 shall send this to your club, and 1 liope tluat it will reach 
you. 1 su]5])ose that }ou are in I.oiidon. 

“Gocal-ljye, dcaivst Cerard. 

“ Your most affectionately, 

“ AdFiLAIDE. 

“ If th-cre is anything tliat troiildes ycai, pray tell me. 1 ask you 
because I tlFmk il would ])e better for you that 1 should know. 1 
sometimes think that you would liave written if there had not been 
some misfortune. Cod bless you." 
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Gerard was in London, and sent tlie following note by return of 
post : — 


a 


Dkarkst Adfj.aidk, 


Club, Tuesday. 


‘L\]l right. If f^iiiltcrn can take me for a cou])le of nights, I’ll 
•come down -next week, and settle about the horses, and will 
arrange everything. 

“ ICver your own, with all my heart, 




G. 


M. 




“ He will settle about his horses, and arrange everything;’ said 
Adelaide, as she showed the letter to Lady Chiltern. "J'iie horses 
iirst, and* everything afterwards. The everything, of course, in-, 
dudes all my future ha])];incss, the day of in)' marriage, Avhether 
to-morrow or in ten years’ time, and the i^lace where we shall live.’' 

At liny rate, he's corning;'’ 

Yes : — but when ? JTe says ne?vt week, but he does not name 
any day. l-)id you ever hear or see anything so unsatisfactory?’' 

I thouglit }OU Avould be glad to see him.'’ 

^LSo 1 should be, -if there was any sense in lain. 1 shall be 
glad, and shall kiss him.’’ 

J dare say you will." 

“And let him jait his arm round my waist and be ha[)j)y. He 
will be happy bei'am.-^e he will tliink, of nothing beyemd. Jlul what 
is to be the end of it ? ” 

“ He says that he will settle everything*.’' 

‘Hint he will have thought of nothing. What must i settle? 
d’hat is the (juestion. \Vhen he was told to go to his father, lie 
went to his father. W'hen he failed there the work*, was done, and 
the trouble was off his miml. J know him so well.’’ 

“ If you think so ill of •him why did you consent to get into his 
boat?" s;iid Lady Chiltern, seriously. 

1 don't tiiink ill of him. Why do you say that I think ill of 
iilm ? 1 think better of him than of anybody else in the world ; — 

but 1 know his f iiilt, and, as it hai)pcns, it is a laidt so very ])rc- 
judicial to my ha])piness. You ask me why I gut into his boat. 
^Vhy docs any girl get into a man’s boat ? Wiiy did you get into 
Lord Chiltcrn’s ? ” 

“ 1 promised to maiTy him when I was sevy^n years old ; — so he 
says;’ 
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’ But you wouldn’t have done it, if you Hadn’t had a sort of 
feeling that you were born to be his wife. I haven’t got into 
this man’s boat yet; but I never can be happy unless I do, 
simply because ” 

‘‘You love him.” 

“ Yes ; — ^just that. I have a feeling that I should like to be . 
in his boat, and I shouldn’t like to be anyivhere else. After 
you have come to feel like that about a man I don’t suppose 
it makes any difference whether you think him perfect or im- 
perfect. He’s just my own, — at least 1 hope so ; — the one 
thing that I’ve got. If I wear a stuff frock, I’m not going to 
despise it because it’s not silk.” 

• “ Mr. Spooner would be the stuff frock.” 

“ No ; — Mr. Spooner is shoddy, and very bad shoddy, too.” 

On the vSalurday in the following week Oerard Maule did 
arrive at Harrington Hall, — and was welcomed as only accei)ted 
lovers are welcomed. Not a word of rci)roach was uttered as to 
his delinquencies. No doubt he got the kiss with which Adelaide 
had herself suggested that his coming would be rewarded. He 
was allowed to stand on the rug before the fire wath his arm 
round her waist. Lady Chiltern smiled on him. His horses 
had been specially visited that morning, and a lively rei)ort as 
to their condition was made to him. Not a word w’as said on 
that occasion wliich could distress him. Even Lord Chiltern 
Ijrhen he came in was gracious to him. “ Well, old fellow,” 
he said, ^‘you’ve missed your hunting.” 

“Yes; indeed. Things kei)t me in town.” 

“ We had some uncommonly good runs.’’ 

“ Have the horses stood pretty well ? ” asked Gerard. 

“ I felt uncommonly tcm])ted to borrow yours ; and should 
have done so once or twice if I hadn’t known that I should 
have been ])ctra)x^d.” 

“I wish you had, with all my heart,” said Gerard. And 
then they went to dress for dinner. 

In the evening, w^hen the ladies had gone to bed, Lord 
Chiltern took his friend off to the smoking-room. At Harrington 
Hall it was not unusual for the ladies and gentlemen to descend 
together into the very comfortable Pandemonium which was so 
called, when, — ns the case at jwesent, — the terms of intimacy 

between them were sufficient to warrant such a proceeding. But 



I HOPE I’M NOT DISTRUSTED. 


7 


on this occasion I.ady Chiltern went vciy discreetly upstairs, and 
Adelaide, Avith equal discretion, followed her. It had been 
arranged beforehand that Lord Chiltern should say a salutary 
word or two to the young man. Maule began about the hunting, 
asking questions about this and that, but his host 5to]>ped him at 
once. Lord Chiltern, when he had a task on hand, was ahvay.s 
inclined to get through it at once,— -perhaps with an energy that 
was too sudden In its effects. Maule,” he said, ‘‘ you ought to 
make iip your mind what you mean to do about that girl.” 

“ I )o about her ! How ? ” 

You and she are engaged, I suppose ? ” 

Of course Ave are. There isn’t any doubt about it.” 

“ Jusiso. But AAiien things come to be like that, all delays 
are good fun to the man, but they're the very devil to the girl.’’ 

“ I thought it Avas alw-ays the other way up, and that girls Av^anted 
delay?” 

“ That’s only a theoretical delicacy Avhich never means much. 
When a girl is engaged she likes to have the day fixed. When 
there's a long interval the man can do pretty much as he pleases, 
Avhile the girl ran do nothing excejjt think about him. Then it 
sometimes turns out that Avhen he’s Avanted, he’s not there.” 

I liope I’m not distrusted,” said Gerard, Avith an air that shoAved 
that he aaxis almost disposed to be offended. 

Not in the least. The Avomen here think you the finest 
paladin in the world, and Miss Palliser Avould fly at my throat 
if she thought that 1 said a Avord against you. But she’s in%y 
house, you sec ; and I’m bound to do exactly as I should if she 
Averc my sister.” 

“ And if she avctc your sister ? ” 

“ I should tell you that 1 couldn’t approve of the engagement 
unless you AA^ere prcpaiged to fix the time of your marriage. And 1 
should ask you Avhere you intended to live.” 

‘^Wherever she pileases. I can’t go to Maule Abbey Avliilc try 
father lives, without his sanction,” 

And lie may live for the next tAventy years.” 

Or thirty.” 

‘‘Then you are bound to decide upon sometliing else. It’s no 
use saying that you leave it to her. You can’t leave it to her. 
What I mean is this, that iioav you are here, I tliink you are bound 
,to settle something Avith her. Good niglif, old fellow.” 



CHAPTER II. 

BOULOGNE. 

Gerart) Maule as he sat upstairs half undressed in his bed- 
room tliat night didn’t like it. He hardly knew Avhat it was that 
he. did not like, — but he felt that there was something wrong. He 
thought that Lord Chiltern had not been warranted in speaking to 
him with a tone of authority, and in talking of a brother’s position, 
— and the rest of it. He had lacked the presence of mind for 
saying anything at the moment ; l)ut he must say something sooner 
or later, lie wasn’t going to be driven by Lord Chiltern. When 
he looked back at his own conduct he thought that it had been 
more than noble, — almost romantic. He had fallen in love vith 
Miss Paliser, and spoken his love out freely, without any reference 
to money. He didn’t know what more any fellow could have 
done. As to lus marrying out of hand, the day after his engage- 
ment, as a man of fortune can do, everybody must have known 
th^ that was out of the question. Adelaide of course had known 
it. It had been suggested to him that he should consult his father 
as to living at Maule Abbey. Now if there was one thing he hated 
more tlum another, it was consulting his father ; and yet he had 
done^it. He had asked for a loan of the old house in ])crfect 
faith, and it was not his fault that it had been refused. He could 
not make a house to live in, nor could he coin a fortune. He had 
y^Soo a-year of his own, but of course he owed a little money. 
Men with such incomes always do owe a little money, ft 
was almost imj^ossiblc that he should marry quite at once. It was 
not Ins fault that .Adelaide had no fortune of her own. When he 
fell in love with her he had been a great deal too generous to tliink 
of fortune, and that ought to be remembered now to his credit. 
Such was the sum of his thoughts, and his anger spread itself from 
Lord Chiltern even on to Adelaide herself. Chiltern would hardly 
have spoken in that way unless she had complained. She, no 
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doubt, had been speaking to Lady Chiltcrn, and Lady Chiltern 
had passed it on to her husband. He would have it out with 
Adelaide on tlic next morning, — quite decidedly. And he would 
make Lord Chiltern understand that he would not endure inter- 
ference. He was quite ready to leave Harrington Hall at a 
moment's notice if he were ill-treated. This was the humour in 
wLich Gerard Maule put himself to bed that night. 

On the following morning he was very late at breakfast, — so late 
that Lt>rd Chiltern had gone over to the kennel. As he was 
dressing he had resolved that it would be fitting that he should 
speak again to his host before he said anything to Adelaide that 
'might a] )pcar to impute blame to her. He would ask Chiltern 
whetlier^ anything was meant by wliat had lieen said over-niglit. 
But, as it happened, Adelaide had been left alone to pour out h'is 
tea for him, and, — as the reader will understand to have" been 
certain on such an occasion, — they were left together for an hour 
in the l^rcakfast parlour. It was impossible that sucli an hour 
should be jiassed without some reference to the grievance which 
was lying heavy on his heart. ^H^atc ; I sliould think you are," 
said Adelaide laughing. It is nearly eleven. Lord Chiltcrn has 
been out an hour. I sup])ose you never get up early except for 
hunting." 

‘CPeople always think it is so wonderfully virtuous to get up. 
Wlial’s the use of it ? " 

“ Your breakfast is so cold." 

I don't care about that. I suppose they can boil me an egg. 
1 was very seedy when I went to bed." 

“ You smoked too many cigars, sir." 

No, I didn't ; but Chiltern was saying things that 1 didn't 
like." Adelaide's face at once became very serious. Yes, al^ood 
deal of sugar, please. 1 don’t care about toast, and anything does 
for me. He has gone to the kennels, has he ? " 

* He said lie should. What was he saying last night ? " 

Nothing particular. He has a way of blowing up, you know ; 
and he looks at one just as if he expected that everybody was to 
do just what he chooses." 

You didn't quarrel." * 

“ Not at all ; I went off to bed without saying a word. I hate 
jaws. I shall just put it right this morning ; that’s all." 

Was it about me, Gerard ? " 
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“It doesn’t signify the least.” 

“ But it does signify. If you and he were to quarrel would it 
not signify to me very much ? How could I stay here with them, 
or go up to London with them, if you and he had really quan-elled ? 
You must tell me. I know that it was about me.” Then she 
came and sat close to him. “ Gerard,” she continued, “ I don’t 
think you understand how much everything is to me that concerns 
you.” 

When he began to reflect, he could not quite recollect what it 
was that Lord Chiltcm had said to him. He did remember that 
something had been suggested about a l)rothcr and sister which 
had implied that Adelaide might want protection, but there was 
nothing unnatural or other than kind in the position which Lord 
Cfiiltern had declared that he would assume. “ He seemed to 
think that I wasn’t treating you well,” said he, turning round from 
the breakfast- table to the fire, “ and that is a sort of thing I can’t 
stand.” 

“ I have never said so, Gerard.” 

“ I don’t know what it is that he expects, or why he should 
interfere at all. I can’t bear to be interfered with. What 
does he know about it ? He has had somebody to pay every- 
thing for him half-a-dozcn times, but I hav^e to look out for 
myself.” 

“ What docs all this mean?” 

“You would ask me, you know. 1 am bothered out of my life 
by ever so many things, and now he comes and adds his bothera- 
tion.” 

“What bothers you, Gerard? If anything bothers you, surely 
you will tell me. If there has been anything to trouble you since 
you saw your father why Iiave you not written and told me? Is 
your trouble about me ? ” 

“ Well, of course it is, in a sort of w'ay.” 

“I will not be a trouble to you.” 

“ Now you arc going to misunderstand me ! Of course, you arc 
not a trouble to me. You know that I love you better than any- 
thing in the world.” 

“ I hope so.” 

“ Of course I do.” Then he put his arm round her waist and 
pressed her to his bosom. “ But what can a man do ? When 
Lady Chiltern recomme'ndcd that I should go to my father and 
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tell him, I did it. I knew that no good could come of it. He 
wouldn't lift his hand to do anything for me.” 

How horrid that is !” 

He thinks it a shame that I should have my uncle^s money, 
though he never had any more right to it than that man out there. 
He is always saying that I am better off than he is.” 

“ I suppose you are.” 

I am very badly off, I know that. People seem to think that 
£So(m is ever so much, but I find it to be very little.” 

A*nd it will be much lei^ if you are married,” said Adelaide 
gravely. 

‘‘ Of course, everything must be changed. I must sell my 
horses,.and we must cut and run, and go and live at Boulogne, I 
supijose. But a man can't do that kind of thing all in a moment. 
Then Chiltern comes and talks as though he were Virtue personified* 
What busiijess is it of his ? ” 

Then Adelaide became still more grave. wShe had now removed 
herself from his embract, and was standing a little ai)art from him 
on the rug. She did not answer him at first ; and when she did 
so, she spoke very slowly. “ We have been rash, 1 fear ; and have 
done what we have done without sufficient thought.” 

“ I don't say that at all.” 

“ But I do. It does seem now that we have been imprudent.” 
Then she smiled as she completed her speech. “ There had better 
be no engagement between us.'^ 

‘‘ Why ,do you say that ? ” 

‘‘ Because it is quite clear that it has been a trouble to you 
rather than a happiness.” 

I wouldn’t give it up for all the world.” 

But it will be better. 1 had not thought about it as I .should 
have done. I did noj: understood that the prospect of marrying 
would make you — so very poor. I see it now. You had better 
tell I^ord Chiltern that it is — done with, and I will tell her the 
same. It will be better ; and I will go back to Italy at once,” < 

Certainly not. It is not done with, and it shall not he done 
.with.” 

“ Do you think I wilf marry the man I love when he tells me 
that by-*^marrying — me, he will be — banished to — Boii — logne ? 
You had better see Lord Chiltern ,*• indeed you had.” And then 
she walked out of the room. 
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Then came upon him at once a feeling that he had behaved 
badly ; and yet he had been so generous, so full of intentions to 
be devoted and true ! He had never for a moment thought of 
breaking off the match, and would not think of it now. He loved 
her better than ever, and would live only with the intention of 
making her his wife. But he certainly should not have talked to 
her of his poverty, nor should he have mentioned Boulogne. And 
yet what should he have done ? She would cross-question him 
about Lord Chiltern, and it was so essentially necessary thiit he 
should make her understand his real condition. It had all tome 
from that man^s unjustifiable interference, — as he would at once 
go and tell him. Of course he would marry Adelaide, but the 
marriage must be delayed. Everybody waits twelve months j)efore 
they are manied ; and why sliould she not wait ? He was 
miserable because he knew that he had made her unhappy ; — but 
the fault had been with Lord Chiltern. He would spea^ his mind 
frankly to Chiltern, and then would explain with loving tenderness 
to his Adelaide that they would still be all hi all to each other, but 
that a short year must elapse before he could ])ut his house in 
order for her. After that he would sell his horses. That resolve 
was in itself so great that he did not think it necesssary at the 
l)rescnt moment to invent any more plans for the future. So he 
went out into the hall, took his hat, and marched off to the 
kennels. 

At the kennels he found Lord Chiltern surrounded by the 
denizens of the hunt. His huntsman, with the kennelman and 
feeder, and two whips, and old Doggett were all there, and the 
Master of the Hounds was in the middle of his business, llie 
dogs were divided hy ages, as well as by sex, and were licing 
brought out and examined. Old Doggett was giving advice, — 
differing almost always from Cox, the huntsman, as to the pro- 
priety of keeping this hound or of cashiering that. Nose, pace, 
strength, and docility were all (questioned with an eagerness hardly * 
known in any other business ; and on each question Lord Chiltern 
listened to ever^ljody, and then decided witli a single word. 
When he had once resolved, nothing further urged l)y any man 
then could avail anything. Jove never Vas so autocratic, and 
certainly never so much in earnest. From tlie look of Lord 
Chiltcm^s brow it almost seemed as though this weight of empire 
must be too much for dny mere man. Very little notice was 
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taken of Gerard Maiile when he joined the conclave, though it 
was felt in reference to him that he was sufficiently staunch a 
friend to the hunt to be trusted with the secrets of the kennel. 
Lord Chiltern merely muttered some words of greeting, and Cox 
lifted the old hunting-cap which^he wore. For another hour the 
conference was held. Those who have attended such meetings 
know well that a morning on the flags is apt to be a long affair. 
Old Doggett, who had privileges, smoked a pipe, and Gerard 
Manic lit one cigar after another. But Lord Cniltern had become 
too tli>roiigh a man of business to smoke when so employed. At 
last the last order was given, — Doggett snarled his last snarl, — and 
, Cox uttered his last “ My lord.’’ Then Gerard Maule and the 
^Master left the hounds and walked home together. 

The affair had been so long that Gerard had almost forgotten* 
his grievance. But now as they got out together iii)on the park, 
he remembered the tone of Adelaide’s voice as she left him, and 
rcmcmljered also that, as matters stood at present, it was essentially 
necessary that something should be said. ‘‘ 1 suppose I shall 
have to go and see that woman,” said I^ord Cliiltcrn. 

Do you mean Adelaide ?” asked Maule, in a tone of infinite 
siiriu'ise. 

“ J mean this new duchess, who I’m told is to manage every- 
thing herself. That man Fothergill is going on with just the old 
game at Truinpcton.” 

Is he, indeed ? I was thinking of something else just at that 
moment. You remember what you Vvcrc saying about Miss 
Palliscr last night.” 

Yes.” 

Well ; — I don't think, you know, you liad a right to speak as 
you did.” 

3-.ord Chiltern almost flew at his companion, as Re replied, I 
said nothing. I do .^ay that when a man becomes engaged to a 
girl, he should let her Iiear from him, so that they may know 
what each other is about.” 

You hinted something about being her brother.” 

Of course I did. * If you mean Avell by her, as I hope you do, 
it can’t fret you to Ihink.that she has got somebody to look after 
her till you come in and take possession. It is the commonest 
thing in the world when a girl is left all alone as she is.” 

‘‘ You seemed to make out that I wasnk treating her well.” 
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I said nothing of the kind, Maule ; but if you ask me 

I don^t ask you anything.” 

Yes, you do. You come and find fault with me for speaking 
last night in the most good-natured way in the world. And, there- 
fore, I tell you now that you wfll be behaving very badly indeed, 
unless you make some arrangement at once as to what you mean 
to do.” 

That’s your opinion,” said Gerard Maule. 

Yes, it is ; and you’ll find it to be the opinion of any man or 
woman that you may ask who knows anything about such«lhings. 
And ril tell you what. Master Maule, if you think you’re going to 
face me down you’ll find yourself mistaken. Stop a moment, and* 
just listen to me. You haven’t a much better friend than I am, 
and I’m sure she hasn’t a better friend than my wife. Airihis has 
taken place under our roof, and I mean to S])eak my mind plainly. 
What do you propose to do about your marriage ?” 

I don’t propose to tell you what I mean to do.” 

“ Will you tell Miss Palliser, — or my wife ?” 

That is just as I may think fit.” 

Then I must tell you that you cannot meet her at my house.” 

I’ll leave it to-day.” 

‘^You needn’t do that eitlier. You sleep on it, and then make 
up your mind. You can’t suppose that 1 have any curiosity about 
it. The girl is fond of you, and 1 supi)ose that you arc fond of 
her. Don’t quarrel for nothing. If I have offended you, speak 
to Lady Chi Item about it.” 

“Very well; — I will speak to Lady Chiltern.” 

When they reached the house it was clear that something 
was wrong. Miss Palliser was not seen again before dinner, 
and Lady Chiltern was grave and very cold in her manner to 
Gerard Maule. lie was left alone all the afternoon, which he 
passed with his horses and groom, smoking more cigars, — but 
thinking all the time of Adelaide Palliser’s last words, of Loi^ 
Chiltern’s frown, and of Lady Chiltcrn’s manner to him. When 
he came into the drawing-room before dinner, I^ady Chiltern and 
Adelaide were both there, and Adelaide immediately began to 
ask questions about the kennel and the huntsmen. But she stu- 
diously kept at a distance from him, and die himself felt that it 
would be impossible to resume at present the footing on which 
he stood with them both on the previous evening. Presently 
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I.ord Chiltem came in, and another man and his wife who }iad 
come to stay at Harrington. Nothing could be more dull than 
the whole evening. At least so Gerard found it. He did take 
Adelaide in to dinner, but he did not set next to her at table, 
for which, however, there was an excuse, as, had he done so, the 
new-comcr must have been placed by his \vife. He was cross, 
and would not make an attempt to speak to his neighbour, and, 
though he tried once or twice to talk to Lady Chiltern — than 
whom, as a rule, no woman w^as ever more easy in conversation 
— ^lie {riled altogcllier. Now and again he strove to catch Ade- 
laide’s eye, but even in that he could not succeed. When the 
ladies left the room Chiltern and thd new-comer — who w^as not a 
sporting man, and therefore did not understand the question — 
became* lost in llic mazes of Trumpelon W’^ood. But Gerard 
Maule did not i)ut in a word ; nor was a word addressed to him 
by Lord Chiltern. As he sat there sipping his wine, he made up 
his mind that he would leave Harrington Hall the next morning. 
AV’hen he was again in the drawing-room, things were conducted 
in just the same way. He s])oke to Adelaide, and she answered 
him ; but there was no word of encouragement — not a tone of 
comfort in lier voice. He found himself driven to attempt con- 
versation with the strange lady, and at last Avas made to play 
whist with Lady Ciiiltern and the two new-comers. Later on in 
the evening, Avhen Adelaide had gone to her own chamber, he 
was invited by I.ady Chiltern into her own sitting-room upstairs, 
and tliere the whole thing was exjdained to liim. Miss Palliser 
had declared that tlic match should be broken off. 

“ Do you mean altogether. Lady Chiltern ? 

“ Certainly I do. Such a resolve cannot be a half-and-half 
arrangement.” 

But why?” 

‘‘ I think you must know why, Mr. Maule.” 

, I don’t in the least. I won’t have it broken off. I have as 
much right to have a voice in the matter as she has, and I don’t 
in the least believe it’s her doing.” 

Mr. Maule ! ” 

I do not care ; I mu§t speak out. \Vliy does she not tell me 
so herself?” 

She did tell you so.” 

No, she didn’t. She said something,, but not that. I don’t 
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suppose a man was ever so used before ; and it's all Lord Chil- 
tem ; — just because I told him that he had nonright to interfere 
with me. And he has no right.” 

You and Oswald were away together when she told me that 
she had made up her mind. Oswald has hardly spoken to her 
since you have been in the house. He certainly has not spoken to 
her about you since you came to us.” 

What is the meaning of it, then ? ” 

“You told her that your engagement had overwhelmed you 
with troubles.” 

“ Of course ; there must be troubles.” 

“ And that you would have to be banished to Boulogne 

when you were married.” 

“ I didn't mean her to take that literally.” 

“ It wasn't a nice v/ay, Mr. Maulc, to si)eak of your future life 
to the girl to whom you were engaged. Of course it was her 
hope to make your life happier, not less happy. And v/hen you 
made her understand — as you did very plainly — that your married 
j)rospccls filled you with dismay, of course she had no otlicr alter- 
native but to retreat from her engagement.” 

“ I wasn’t dismayed.” 

“ It is not my doing, Mr. Maule.” 

“ I sup])Ose she'll see me?” 

“ If you insist iijjon it she will ; but slie would ratlier not.” 

Gerard, however, did insist, and Adelaide was brouglit to him 
there into that room before he went to bed. She was very gentle 
vdth him, and spoke to him in a tone very different from that 
'which Lady Chillcrn had used ; but he found himself utterly 
I)Owerless to change her. That unfortunate allusion to a misera- 
ble exile at Boulogne had comiileled the work which the former 
plaints had commenced, and had driven her to a resolution to 
separate herself from him altogether. 

“ Mr. Maule,” she said, “ when I perceived that our proposed 
marriage was looked upon by you as a misfortune, I could do 
nothing but put an end to our engagement.” 

“ But I didn’t think it a misfortune.” 

“You made me think that it would he unfortunate for you, 
and that is quite as strong a reason. I hope we shall jjart as 
friends.” 

“ I v^on’t part at all,” he said, standing his ground with his 
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back to the fire. “ I don't understand it, by heaven I don't 
Because I said soipe stupid thing about Boulogne, all in joke 
» 

It was not in joke when you said that troubles had come 
heavy on you since you were engaged.” 

A man may be allowed to know, himself, whether he was in 
joke or not I suppose the truth is you don't care about me ? ” 

I hope, Mr. Maule, that in time it may come ^not quite to 

that” 

1 Ihjik that you are — ^using me very badly. I think that you 
a)*e — ^behaving — ^falsely to me. I think that I am — very — shame* 
fully treated — among you. Of course I shall go. Of course I 
shall not stay in this house. A man can't make a girl keep her 
])romise. •No — I won’t shake hands. I won't even say good- 
bye to you. Of course I shall go.” So saying he slammed the 
door behind him. 

If he cares for you he'll come back to you,” Lady Chiltern 
,iid to Adelaide that night, who at the moment was lying on her 
•xjd in a sad condition, frantic with headache. 

I don’t want him to come back ; I will never make him go to 
I ’oulognc.” 

T>on’t think of it, dear.” 

Not think of it! how can I help thinking of it? I shall 
.ilways think of it But I never want to sec him again — never ! 
How can I want to marry a man who tells me that I shall be a 
. rouble to him ? He shall never, — never have to go to Boulogne 
for me.’’ 
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CHAPTER III. 


THE SECOND THUNDERBOLT. 

( 

The quarrel between Pliineas Finn and Mr. Bonleen had now 
become the talk of the town, and had taken many various phases. 
The iDolitical phase, though it was perhaps the best understood, 
was not the most engrossing. There was the personal phase, — 
which had reference to the direct altercation that had taken place 
betwcei>the two gentlemen, and to the correspondence between 
them which had followed, as to which phase it may be said that 
though there were many rumours abroad, very little was known. 
It was reported in some circles that the two aspirants for 
office had been within an ace of striking each other ; in some, 
again, that a blow had passed, — and in others, further removed 
probably from the House of Commons and the Universe Club, 
that the Irishman had struck the Englishman, and that the English- 
man had given the Irishman a thrashing. This was a phase that ^ 
was very disagreeable to Phineas Finn. And there ^vas a third, — 
w’hich may perhaps be called the general social phase, and which 
^unfortunately dealt with the name of Lady Laura Kennedy. They 
all, of course, worked into each other, and were enlivened and 
made interesting with the names of a great many big persons., 
Mr. Gresham, the Prime Minister, was supposed to be very much 
concerned in this matter. He, it was said, had found himself com- 
])elled to exclude Phineas Finn from the Government, because of 
the unfortunate alliance between him and the wife of one of his 
late colleagues, and had also thought it expedient to dismiss' Mr. 
Bontecn from his Cabinet, — ^for it had amounted almost to dis- 
missal, — because Mr. Bonteen had made indiscreet official allusion 
10 that alliance. In consequence of this working in of the first 
and third phase, Mr. Gresham encountered hard usage from som« 
friends and from many enemies. Then, of course, the scene at 
Maepherson's Hotel^was commented on very generally. An idea 
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prevailed that Mr. Kennedy, driven to madness by his wife's in- 
fidelity, which had become known to him through the quarrel 
between Phineas and Mr. Bonteen, — had endeavoured to murder 
his wife's lover, who had with the atmost effrontery invaded the 
injured husband's presence with a view of deterring him by tl#eats 
from a publication of his wrongs. This murder had been nearly 
accomplished in the centre of the metropolis, — by daylight, as if 
that made it worse, — on a Sunday, which added infinitely to the 
delightful horror of the catastrophe ; and yet no public notice had 
been tajen of it ! The would-be murderer had been a Cabinet 
Minister, and the lover who was so nearly murdered had been an 
Under Secretaiy of State, and was even now a member of Parlia- 
ment. And then it was positively known that the lady's father, 
who had always been held in the highest respect as a nobleman, 
favoured his daughter’s lover, and not his daughter’s husband. All 
which things together filled the public with dismay, and caused a 
delightful excitement, giving quite a feature of its owm to the 
season. 

No doubt general opinion was adverse to poor Phineas Finn, 
but he was not without his party in the matter. To oblige a 
friend by inflicting an injury on his enemy is often more easy than 
to confer a benefit on the friend himself. We have already seen 
how the young Duchess failed in her attempt to obtain an appoint- 
ment for Phineas, and also how she succeeded in destroying the 
high hopes of Mr. Bonteen. Having done so much, of course 
she clung heartily to the side which she had adopted ; — and 
equally, of course, Madame Goesler did the same. Betwe^ 
these two ladies there was a slight difference of opinion as to the 
nature of the alliance between Lady Laura and their hero. The 
Duchess was of opinion that young men are upon the whole 
averse to innocent alliances, and that, as Lady Laura and her 
husband certainly had k)ng been separated, there was probaby 
— ^^omething in it. “Lord* bless you, my dear," the Duchess 
said, they were known to be lovers when they were at Lough 
Lintcr together before she married Mr. Kennedy. It has been 
the most romantic affair ! She made her father give him a seat for 
his borough." 

“ He saved Mr. Kennedy's life," said Madame Goesler. 

“ That was one of the most singular things that ever happened. 
Lauraice Fitzgibbon says that it was all pls^nned, — that the garot- 
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ters were hired, but unfortunately two policemen turned up at the 
moment, so the men were taken. I believe there is no doubt 
they were pardoned by Sir Henry Coldfoot, who was at the Hqime 
Office, and was Lord Brentford's great friend. I don't quite believe 
it all, —it would be too delicious ; but a great many do.” Madame 
Goesler, however, was strong in her opinion that the report in re- 
ference to Lady Laura was scandalous. She did not believe a word 
of it, and was almost angiy with the Duchess for her credulity. 

It is probable that very many ladies shared the opinion of the 
Duchess ; but not the less on that account did they tajce part 
with Phineas Finn. They could not understand why he should 
be shut out of office because a lady had been in love with him, 
and by no means seemed to approve the stern virtue of the Prime 
Minister. It was an interference with things which did not be- 
long to him. And many asserted that Mr. Gresham was much 
given to such interference. Lady Cantrip, though her husband 
was Mr. Gresliam’s most intimate friend, was altogether of this 
party, as was also the Duchess of St. Bungay, who understood 
nothing at all about it, but who had once fancied hiznself to be 
rudely treated by Mrs. Bontecn. The young Duchess was a 
woman very strong in getting up a party ; and the old Duchess, 
with many other matrons of high rank, was made to believe tliat 
it was incumbent on her to be a Phineas Finnite. One result of 
this was, that though Phineas was c?tcludcd from the liberal 
Government, all liberal drawing-rooms were open to him, and 
that he was a lion. 

H Additional zest was given to all this by the very indiscreet con- 
duct of Mr. Bonteen. He did accept the inferior office of Presi- 
dent of the Board of Trade, an office inferior at least to that for 
which he had been designated, and agreed to fill it without a seat 
in tlie Cabinet. But having done so he could not bring himself 
to bear his disappointment quietly. Re could not work and 
wait and make himself agreeable to ftiose around him, holding his 
vexation within his own bosom. He was dark and sullen to his 
chief, and almost insolent to the Duke of Omnium. Our old 
friend Plantagenet Palliser was a man who hardly knew insolence 
when he met it. There was such an absence about him of all 
self-consciousness, he was so little given to think of his own per- 
sonal demeanour and outward trappings, — that he never brought 
himself to question the manners of others to him. Contradiction . 
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he would take for simple argument Strong difference of opinion 
even on the part of subordinates recommended itself to him. He 
could put up with apparent rudeness without seeing it, and always 
gave men credit for good intentions. And with it all he had an 
assurance in his own position, — a knowledge of the strength 
derived from his intellect, his industry, his rank, and his wealth, — 
which made him altogether fearless of otliers. Wlien the little dog 
snarls, the big dog does not connect the snarl with himself, simply 
fancying that the little dog must be uncomfortable. Mr. Bonteen 
snarled a good deal, and the new Lord Privy Seal thought that 
the new President of the Board of Trade was not comfortable 
within himself. But at last the little dog took the big dog by the 
car, and Uien the big dog put out his paw and knocked the little 
dog over. IMr. Bonteen was told that he had — forgotten himself ; 
and there arose new rumours. It was soon reported that the Lord 
Privy Seal had refused to work out decimal coinage under the 
management, in the House of Commons, of the President of the 
Board of Trade. 

Mr. Bonteen, in his troubled spirit, certainly did misbehave 
himself. Among his closer friends he declared very loudly that 
lie didn’t mean to stand it. He had not chosen to throw Mr. 
Gresham over at once, or to make difficiilties at the moment ; — but 
he would not continue to hold his present position or to support 
llie Government without a seat in the Cabinet. Palliser had 
become quite useless, — so Mr. Bonteen said, — since his accession 
to the dukedom, and was quite unfit to deal with decimal coina 
It was a burden to kill any man, and he was not going to k' 

I himself, — at any rate without the reward for which he had been 
working all his life, and to w'hich he was fully entitled, namely, a 
seat in the Cabinet. Now there were Bonteenites in those days as 
well as Phineas Finnites. The latter tribe was for the most part 
feminine : but the foiTuer consisted of some half-dozen members 
of Parliament, who thought they saw their way in encouraging the 
forlorn hope of the unhappy financier. 

A leader of a party is nothing without an organ, and an organ 
came forward to support Mr. Bonteen, — not very creditable to 
» him as a Liberal, being a Conservative organ, — but not the less 
gratifying to his spirit, inasmuch as the organ not only supported 
him, but exerted its very loudest pipes in abusing the man whom 
of ail men he hated the most. The People’s Banner was the 
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organ, and Mr. Quintus Slide was, of course, the organist. The 
following was one of the tunes he played, and was supposed by 
himself to be a second thunderbolt, and probably a conclu- 
sively crushing missile. This thunderbolt fell on Monday, the 
3rd of May : — 

“ Early in last March we found it to be our duty to bring under 
public notice the conduct of the member of Tankerville in 
reference to a transaction which took place at a small hotel in 
Judd Street, and as to which we then ventured to calk for the 
interference of the police. An attempt to murder the member 
for Tankerville had been made by a gentleman now well known in 
the political world, who, — as it, is supposed, — had been driven to 
madness by wrongs inflicted on him in his dearest and nearest 
family relations. That the unfortunate gentleman is now insane 
we believe we may state as a fact It had become our special 
duty to refer to this most discreditable transaction, from the fact 
that a pajDer, still in our hands, had been confided to us for 
i:)ublication by the wretched husband before his senses had become 
impaired, — which, hewever, we were debarred from giving to the 
public by an injunction served upon us in sudden haste by the Vice- 
Chancellor. We are far from im])uling evil motives, or even in- 
discretion, to that functionary ; but we are of opinion that the 
moral feeling of the country Avould have been served by the 
publication, and we arc sure that undue steps were taken by the 
member for Tankerville to procure that injunction. 

“No iiKjuiries whatever were made by the police in reference to 
fat attempt at murder, and we do expect that some member will 
ask a question on the subject in the House. AVould such culpable 
quiescence have been allowed had not the unfortunate lady whose 
name we are unwilling to mention been the daughter of one of the 
colleagues of our present Prime Minister,^ the gentleman who fired 
the pistol another of them, and the presumed lover, who was fired 
at, also another? We think that we need hardly answer that 
question. 

“ One piece of advice which we ventured to give Mr. Gresham 
in our former article he has been wise enough to follow. We took 
upon ourselves to tell him that if, aYter what has occurred, he 
ventured to place the member for Tankerville again in office, the 
country would not stand it ; — and he has abstained. The jaunty 
footsteps of Mr. Phineas Finn are not heard ascending the stairs 
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of any office at about two in the afternoon, as used to be the case 
in one of those blessed Downing Street abodes about three years 
since. That scandal is we think over, — and for ever. The good- 
looking Irish member of Parliament who had been put in possession 
of a handsome salary by feminine influences, will not, we think, after 
what we have already said, again become a burden on the public 
jnirse.,. But we cannot say that we are as yet satisfied in tliis 
matter, or that we believe that the public has got to the bottom of 
it, — as*it has a right to do in reference to all matters affecting the 
public Service. We have never yet learned why it is that Mr. 
Bonteen, after having been nominated Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, — for the appointment to that office was declared in the 
Houses of Commons by the head of his party, — was afterwards 
excluded from the Cabinet, and placed in an office made peculiarly 
subordinate by the fiict of that exclusion. We have never yet been 
told why this was done ; — ^but we believe that we are justified in 
saying that it was managed through the influence of the member 
for Tankcrvillc ; and we arc quite sure that the iniblic service of 
the country has thereby been subjected to grievous injury. 

“ It is hardly our duty to praise any of that very awkward team 
of horses which Mr, Gresham drives with an audacity which may 
atone for his incapacity if no fearful accident should be the conse- 
quence ; but if there be one among them whom we could trust for 
steady work up hill, it is Mr. Bontccn. Wc were astounded at 
Mr. Gresham's indiscretion in announcing the appointment of his 
new Chancellor of the Exchequer some weeks before he had suc- 
ceeded in driving Mr. Daubeny from office ; — but we were not Ifce 
less glad to find that the finances of the country were to be 
entrusted to the hands of the most competent gentleman whom 
Mr. Gresham has induced to follow his fortunes. But Mr. 
Phineas Finn, with his ^female forces, has again interfered, and Mr, 
Bonteen has been relegated to the Board of Trade, without a seat 
iii the Cabinet. We should not be at all surprised if, as the result 
of this disgraceful manoeuvring, Mr. Bonteen found himself at the 
head of the liberal party before the Session be over. If so, evil 
would have worked to good. But, be Aat as it may, we cannot 
but feel that it is a disgrate to the Government, a disgrace to Par- 
liament, and a disgrace to the country that such results should 
come from the private scandals of two or three ^)eople among us 
by no means of the best class.” 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE BROWBOROUGH TRIAL. 

There was another matter of public interest going on at lliiti 
time which created a great excitement. And this, too, added to 
the importance of Phineas Finn, though Phineas was not the hero 
of the piece. Mr. Browbrough, the late member for Tankervillc, 
was tried for bribery. It will be remembered that when Phineas 
contested the borough in the autumn, this gentleman was returned. 
He was afterwards unseated, as the result of a petition before the 
judge, and Phineas was declared to be the true member. The 
judge who had so decided had reported to the Speaker that 
further inquiry before a commission into the practices of the late 
and former elections at Tankerville would be expedient, and such 
commission had sat in the months of January and February. 
Half the voters in Tankerville had been examined, and many who 
were not voters. The commissioners swept very clean, being new 
brooms, and in their report recommended that Mr. Browborough, 
whom they had themselves declined to examine, should be prose- 
etted. That report was made about the end of March, when Mr. 
Dauben/s great bill was impending. Then there arose a doul)Ie 
feeling about Mr. Browborough, who had been regarded by many 
as a model member of Parliament, a man who never spoke, con- 
stant in his attendance who wanted nothing, who had plenty of 
money, who gave dinners, to whom a seat in Parliament was the 
be-all and the end-all of life. It could not be the wish of nay 
gentleman, who had been accustomed to his slow step in the 
lobbies, and his burly form always quiescent on one of the ujpper 
seats just below the gitigway on the conservative side of the 
House, that such a man should really* be punished. When the 
new laws regarding bribery came to take that shape the hearts of 
members revolted from the cruelty, — ^the hearts even of members 
on the other side of the House. As long as a seat was in question 
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the battle should of course be fought to the nail. Every kind of 
accusation might then be lavished without restraint, and ^very evil 
practice imputed. It had been known to all the world, — known 
as a thing that was a matter of course, — that at every election 
Mr. Browborough had bought his seat. How should a Browborough 
get a seat without buying it , — sl man who could not say ten words, 
of no family, with no natqjal following in any constituency, dis- 
tinguished by no zeal in politics, entertaining no special convic- 
tions of his own ? How should such a one recommend himself 
to any borough unless he went there with money in his hand ? Of 
course, he had gone to Tan^erville with money in his hand, with 
l^lenty of money, and had spent it — like a gentleman. Collectively 
the Hou§e of Commons had determined to put down bribery with 
a very strong hand. Nobody had spoken against bribery with 
more fervour than Sir Gregory Grogram, who had himself, as 
Attorney-General, forged the chains for fettering future bribers. 
He was now again Attorney-General, much to his disgust, as Mr. 
(iresham had at the last moment found it wise to restore Lord 
Weazeling to the woolsack ; and to his hands was to be entrusted 
the prosecution of Mr. Browborough. But it was observed by 
many that the job was not much to his taste. The House had 
been very hot against bribery, — and certain members of the ex- 
isting Government, when the late Bill had been passed, had 
expressed themselves with almost burning indignation against the 
crime. But, through it all, there had been a slight undercurrent of 
ridicule attaching itself to the question of which only they who 
were behind the scenes were conscious. The House was bound 
to let the outside world know that all corrupt practices at elections 
were held to be abominable by the House ; but Members of the 
House, as individuals, knew very well what had taken place at 
their own elections, ancl were aware of the cheques which they 
had drawn. Public houses had been kept open as a matter of 
course, and nowhere perhaps had more beer been drunk than at 
Clovelly, the borough for which Sir Gregory Grogram sat. When it 
came to be a matter of individual prosecution against one whom they 
had all known, and w^ho, as a member, hacReen inconspicuous and 
therefore inoffensive, against a heavy, rich, useful man who had 
been in nobod/s way, many thought that it would amount to 
persecution. The idea of putting old Browborough into prison 
for conduct which habit had made second nature to a large 
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proportion of the House was distressing to Members of Parlia- 
ment generally. The recommendation for this prosecution 
was made to the House when Mr. Daubeny was in the first 
agonies of his great Bill, and he at once resolved to ignore 
the matter altogether, at any rate for the present. If he was 
to be driven out of power there could be no reason why his 
Attorney-General should prosecute his own ally and follower, — 
a poor, faithful creature, who had never in his life voted against his 
party, and who had always been willing to accept as his' natural 
leader any "one whom his party might select. But there were 
many who had felt that as Mr. Browt^orough must certainly now be 
prosecuted sooner or later, — for there could be no final neglecting 
of the Commissioners' report, — it would be better that he should 
be dealt with by natural friends than by natural enemies. The 
newspapers, therefore, had endeavoured to hurry the matter on, 
and it had been decided that the trial should take place at the 
Durham Spring Assizes, in the first week of May. Sir Gregoiy 
Grogram became Attorney-General in the middle of April, and he 
undertook the task upon compulsion. Mr. Browborough's own 
friends, and Mr. Browborough himself, declared very loudly that 
there would be the greatest possible cruelty in postponing the trial. 
His lawyers thought that his best chance lay in bustling the thing 
on, and were therefore able to show that the cruelty of delay 
would be extreme, — na}^, that any postponement in such a matter 
would be unconstitutional, if not illegal. It would, of course, 
have been just as easy to slitw that hurry on the part of the 
prosecutor was cruel, and illegal, and unconstitutional, had it been 
considered that the best chance of acquittal lay in postponement. 

And so the trial was forced forward, and Sir Gregory himself 
was to appear on behalf of the prosecuting House of Commons. 
There could be no doubt that the s)impathies of the public 
generally were with Mr. Browborough, though there was as little 
doubt that he was guilty. When the evidence taken by the 
Commissioners had just appeared in the newspapers, — when first 
the facts of this and other elections at Tankerville were made 
public, and the world Was shown how common it had been for Mr. 
Browborough to buy votes, — ^how clearly the knowledge of the 
corruption had been brought home to himself, — there had for a 
short week or so been a feeling against him. Two or three 
London papers had printed leading articles, giving in detail the 
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salient points of the old sinner's criminality; and expressing a 
conviction that now, at least, would the real criminal be punished. 
But this had died away, and the anger, against Mr Browborough, 
even on the part of the most virtuous of the public press, had 
become no more than lukewarm. Some papers boldly defended 
him, ridiculed the Commissioners, and declared that the trial was 
altogether an absurdity. The People's Banner, setting at defiance 
with an admirable audacity all the facts as given in the Com- 
mifsio&ers' report, declared that there was not one tittle of 
evidence against Mr. Browborough, and hinted that^he trial had 
been got up by the malign influence of that doer of all evil, 
Phineas Finn. But men who knew better what was going on in 
the world than did Mr. Quintus Slide, were well aware that such 
assertions as these were both unavailing and unnecessary, Mr. 
Browborough was believed to be quite safe ; but his safety lay in 
the indifference of his prosecutors, — certainly not in his innocence. 
Any one prominent in affairs can always see when a man may steal 
a horse and when a man may not look over a hedge. Mr. Brow- 
borough had stolen his horse, and had repeated the theft over and 
over again. The evidence of it all was forthcoming, — had, 
indeed, been already sifted. But Sir Gregory Grogram, who was 
prominent in affairs, knew that the theft might be condoned. 

Nevertheless, the case came on at the Durham Assizes. Within 
the last two montlis Browborough had became quite a hero at 
Tankerville. The Church party had forgotten his broken pledges, 
and the Radicals remembered faily his generosity. Could he 
have stood for the seat again on the day on which the judges 
entered Durham, he might have been returned without bribery. 
Throughout the whole county the prosecution was unpopular. 
During no portion of his Parliamentary career had Mr. Brow- 
borough's name been tieated with so much respect in the grandly 
ecclesiastical city as now. He dined with the Dean on the day 
before the trial, and on the Sunday was shown by the head verger 
into the stall next to the Chancellor of the Diocese, with a reverence 
which seemed to imply that he was almo^ as graceful as a mart}T. 
When he took his seat in the Court next to his attorney, everybody 
shook hands with him. When Sir Gregory got up to open his 
case, not one of the listeners then supposed that Mr. Browborough 
was about to suffer any punishment. He was arraigned before 
l^r. Baron Boultby, who had himself sat for a borough in his 
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yoimger days, and who knew well how things were done. We are 
all aware how impassionately grand are the minds of judges, when 
men accused of crimes are brought before them for trial ; but judges 
after all are men, and Mr. Baron Boultby, as he looked at Mr. 
Browborough, could not but have thought of the old days. 

It was nevertheless necessaiy that the prosecution should be 
conducted in a properly formal manner, and that all the evidence 
should be given. There was a cloud of witnesses over from Tan- 
kerville, — miners, colliers, and the like, — having a very go<i>d (p*n 
of it at the eKpense of the poor borough. All these men must be 
examined, and their evidence would no doubt be the same now as 
when it was given with so damnable an effect before those clean- 
sweeping Commissioners. Sir Gregory’s opening speech was quite 
worthy of Sir Gregory. It was essentially necessary, he said, that 
the atmosphere of our boroughs should be cleansed and purified 
from the taint of corruption. The voice of the country had spoken 
very plainly on the subject, and a verdict had gone forth that there 
should be no more bribery at elections. At the last election at 
Tankerville,-and, as he feared, at some former elections, there had 
been manifest bribery. It would be for the jury to decide whether 
Mr. Browborough himself had been so connected with the acts of 
his agents as to be himself within the reach of the law. If it were 
found that he had brought himself within the reach of the law, the 
jury would no doubt say so, and in such case would do great service 
to the cause of purity ; but if Mr. Browborough had not been per- 
sonally cognisant of what his aggnts had done, th,en the jury would 
be bound to acquit him. A man was not necessarily guilty oi 
bribery in the eye of the law because bribery had been committed, 
even though the bribery so committed had been sufficiently i^roved 
to deprive him of the seat which he would otherwise have enjoyed. 
Nothing could be clearer than the mannej in which Sir Gregory 
explained it all so the jury ; nothing more eloquent than his denun- 
ciations against bribery in general ; nothing more mild than his 
allegations u^^st Mr. Browborough individually. 

In regard to the evidence Sir Gregory, with his two assistants, 
went through his work nftinfully. The evidence was given, — ^not 
to the same length as at Tankerville befdre the Commissioners, — 
but really to the same effect. But yet the record of the evidence 
as given in the newspapers seemed to be altogether different. At 
Tankerville there had been an indignant and sometimes an indis- 
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creet zeal which had communicated itself to the whole proceedings. 
The general flavour of the trial at Durham was one of good- 
' humoured raillery. Mr. Browborougli’s counsel in cross-examin- 
ing the witnesses for the prosecution displayed none of that 
righteous wrath, — wrath righteous on behalf of injured innocences 
— which is so common with gentlemen employed in the defence of 
criminals ; but bowed and simpered, and nodded at Sir Gregory in 
' a manner that was quite pleasant to behold. Nobody scolded 
anubod^^. There was no roaring of barristers, no clenching of fists 
ana kidting up of dust, no threats, no allusions to witnesses' oaths. 
A considerable amount of gentle fun was poked at the witnesses by 
the defending counsel, but not in a manner to give any pain. Gen- 
tlemen who acknowledged to have received seventeen shillings and 
sixpence for their votes at the last election were asked how they 
had invested their money. Allusions were made to their wives, and 
a large amount of good-humoured sparring was allowed, in which 
the witnesses thought that they had the best of it The men of 
Tankerville long remembered this trial, and hoped anxiously that 
there might soon be another. The only man treated with severity 
was poor Phineas Finn, and luckily for himself he was not present. 
His qualifications as member of Parliament for Tankerville were 
somewhat roughly treated. Each witness there, when he was asked 
what candidate would probably be returned for Tankerville at the 
next election, readily answered that Mr. Browborough would cer- 
tainly caiTy thq scat. INIr. Browborough sat in the Court through- 
out it all, and w'as the hero of the day. 

TJie judge's summing up was very short, and seemed to have 
been given almost’ with indolence. The one point on which he in- 
sisted was the difference between such evidence of bribery as would 
deprive a man of his seat, and that which would make him subject 
to the criminal law. By the criminal law a man could not be 
punished for the acts of another. Punishment must follow a man'j 
o\m act. If a man were to instigate another to mm^er he would 
be punished, not for the murder, but for the insti^ion. They 
were now administering the criminal law, and they w1!re bound to 
give their verdict for an acquittal unless they were convinced that 
the man on his trial had •himself, — ^wilfully and wittingly, — been 
guilty of the crime imputed. He went through the evidence, 
which Avas in itself clear against the old sinner, and which had been 
in no instance validly contradicted, and thefi left the matter to the 
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jury. The men in the box put their heads together, and returned 
a verdict of acquittal without one moment^s delay. Sir Gregory 
Grogram and his assistants collected their papers together. The 
judge addressed three or four words almost of compliment to Mr. 
Browborough, and the affair was over, to the manifest contentment 
of every one there present^ Sir Gregory Grogram was by no means 
disappointed, and everybody, on his own side in Parliament and on 
the other, thought that he had done his duty very well. The clean- 
sweeping Commissioners who had been animated with wend^ul 
zeal by the nature and novelty of their work probably felt that they 
had been betrayed, but it may be doubted whether any one else was 
disconcerted by the result of the trial, unless it might be some poor 
innocents here and there about the country who had been induced 
to believe that bribery and corruption were in truth to be banished 
from the purlieus of Westminster. 

Mr. Roby and Mr. Ratler, who filled the same office each for 
his own party, in and out, were both acquainted with each other, 
and apt to discuss ■ parliamentary questions in the library and 
smoking-room of the House, where such discussions could be held 
on most matters. I was very glad that the case went as it did 
at Durham,'^ said Mr. Ratler. 

“ And so am said Mr. Roby. Browborough was always a 
good fellow.” 

“ Not a doubt about it ; and no good could have come from a 
conviction. I suppose there has been a little rponey spent at 
Tankerville." 

And at other places one could mention,” said Mr. Roby. 

‘‘ Of course there has ; — and money will be spent again. No- 
body dislikes bribery ""more than I do. The House, of course, 
dislikes it. But if a man loses his seat, surely that is punishment 
enough.” 

“ It's better to have to draw a cheque sometimes than to be out 
in the cold.” 

^‘Nevertheless members would prefer that their seats should not 
cost them so much,” continued Mr. Ratler. “But the thing 
can't be done all at once. That idea of pouncing upon one man 
and making a victim of him is very disagreeable to me. I should 
have been sorry to have seen a verdict against Browborough. 
You must acknowledge that there was no bitterness in the way in 
which Grogram did it.” 
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*<We all feel that/' said Mr. Roby, — ^who was, perhaps, by 
nature a little more candid than his rival, — ‘‘ and when the time 
comes no doubt we shall return the compliment." 

The matter was discussed in quite a different spirit between 
two other politicians. “ So Sir Gregory has failed at Durham," 
said Lord Cantrip to his friend, Mr. Gresham. 

‘‘ I was sure he would." 

** And why ? " 

‘‘Ah^ — ^why? How am I to answer such a question? Did 
yoifthial: tliat Mr. Browborough would be convicted of bribery 
by a jury ? " 

No, indeed," answered Lord Cantrip. 

** And can you tell me why?" 

“ Because there was no earnestness in the matter,— either with 
the Attorney-General or with any one else." 

And yet," said Mr. Gresham, ‘‘Grogram is a very earnest man 
when he believes in his case. No member of Parliament will 
ever be punished for bribery as for a crime till members of Parlia- 
ment generally look upon bribery as a crime. We are very far 
from that as yet. I should have thought a conviction to be a 
great misfortune." 

^^Why so?" 

‘‘ Because it would have created ill blood, and our own hands 
in this matter are not a bit cleaner than those of our adversaries. 
We can’t afford to imll their houses to pieces before we have put 
our own in order. The thing will be done ; but it must, I fear, 
be done slowly, — as is the case with all reforms from within." 

Phineas Finn, who was very sore and unhappy at this time, and 
who consequently was much in love with*^ purity and anxious for 
severity, felt himself personally aggrieved by the acquittal. It was 
almost tantamount to a verdict against himself. And then he 
knew so well that bribery had been committed, and was so confi- 
dent that such a one as Mr. Browborough could have been 
returned to Parliament by none other than corrupt means ! In 
his present mood he would have been almost glad to see Mr. 
Browborough at the treadmill, and would have thought six months* 
solitary confinement quita inadequate to the offence. I never 
read anything in my life that disgusted me so much," he said to 
his friend, Mr. Monk. 

I can't go along with you there." 
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“ If any man ever was guilty of bribery, he was guilty 1 
I don't doubt it for a moment." 

And yet Grogram did not try to get a verdict." 

‘^Had he tried ever so much he would have failed. In a 
matter such as that,— political and not social in its nature, — 
jury is sure to be guided by what it has, perhaps unconsciously, 
learned to be the feeling of the country. No disgrace is attached 
to their verdict, and yet everybody knows that Mr. Browborough 
had bribed, and all those who have looked into it know, too,Jhat 
the evidence was conclusive." ' 

Then are the jury all perjured," said Phineas. 

“ I have nothing to say to that. No stain of perjury clings to 
them. They are better received in Durham to-day than they 
would have been had they found Mr. Browborough guilty. In 
business, as in private life, they will be held to be as trustworthy 
as before j — and they will be, for aught that we know, quite 
trustworthy. There are still circumstances in which a man, 
though on his oath, may be untrue with no more stain of false- 
hood than falls upon him -when he denies himself at his front 
door though he happen to be at home." 

^‘What must we think of such a condition of things, Mr. 
Monk?" 

That it’s capable of improvement. I do not know that we 
can think anything else. As for Sir Gregory Grogman and Baron 
Boultby and the jury, it would be waste of powder to execrate 
them. In political matters it is very hard for a man in office to 
be purer than his neighbours, — and, when he is so, he becomes 
troublesome. I have found that out before to-day," 

With Lady Laura Ivennedy Phineas did find some sympathy ; 
— ^but then she would have sympathised with him on any subject 
under the sun. If he would only come to her and sit with her 
she would fool^ him to the top of his bent. He had resolved 
that he would go to Portman Square as little as possible, and had 
been confirmed in that resolution by tlie scandal which had now 
spread everywhere about the town in reference to himself and 
herself. But still he went. He never left her till some promise 
of returning at some stated time had <been extracted from him. 
He had even told her of his own scruples and of her danger,-^ 
and they had discussed together that last thunderbolt which had’ 
fallen from t]ip Jove of The People’s Banner. But she had 
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laughed his caution to scorn. Did she not know herself and her 
own innocence ? Was she not living in her father’s house, and 
with her father ? Should she quail beneath the stings and venom 
of such a reptile as Quintus Slide? “Oh, Phineas/’ she said, 
“ let us be braver than that.” He would much prefer to have 
stayed away, — but still he went to her. He was conscious of her 
dangerous love for him. He knew well that it was not returned. 
He was aware that it would be best^ for both that he should be 
apart. ^But yet iie could not bring himself to wound her by his 
absence^ “ I do not see why you should feel it so much,” slf^ 
said, speaking of the trial at Durham. 

“ We were both on our trial, —he and I.” 

“Everybody knows that he bribed and that you did not.” 

“ Yes ; — and everybody despises me and ]>ats him on the 
back. I am sick of the whole thing. There is no honesty in the 
life we lead.” 

“You got your seat at any rate.” 

“ I wish with all ni)'' heart that 1 had never seen the dirty 
wretched place,” said he. 

“ Oh, I’hineas, do not say that.” 

“ But I do say it. Of v/hat use is the seat to me ? If I could 
only feel that any one knew ” 

“ Knew what, Phinea.s ? ” 

“ It doesn’t matter.” 

“ I understand. I know that you have meant to be honest, 
while this man has always meant to be dishonest. I know that 
you have intended to serve your country, and have wished to 
work for it. But you cannot expect th.at it should all be roses.” 

“ Roses ! 'The nosegays which are worn down at Westminster 
arc made of garlick and dandelions 1 ” 



CHAPTER V. 

SOME PASSAGES IN TJIK LIFE OF EMILIUS. 

The writer of this chronicle is not allowed to imagine that any 
of his readers have read the wonderful and vexatious adventures 
of Lady Eustace, a lady of good birth, of high rank, and of large 
fortune, who, but a year or two since, became almost a martyr to 
a diamond necklace which was stolen from her. With her history 
the present reader has but small concern, but it may be necessary 
that he should know that the lady in question, who had been a 
widow with many suitors, at last gave her hand and her fortune to 
a clergyman whose name was Joseph Emilius. Mr. Emilius, 
though not an Englishman by birth, — and, as was supposed, a 
Bohemian Jew in the earlier days of his career, — had obtained 
some reputation as a j)reachcr in London, and had moved, — if 
not in fashionable circles, — ^at any rate in circles so near to 
fashion as to be brought within the reacli of Lady Eustace's 
charms. They were married, and for some few months Mr. 
Emilius enjoyed a halcyon existence, the delights of which were, 
l)erhaps, not rrfaterially marred by the necessity which he felt of 
subjecting his young wife to marital authority. “ My dear," he 
would say, “ you will know me better soon, and theii things will 
be smooth." In the mean time he drew more largely upon her 
money than was pleasing to her and to hqr friends, and appeared 
to have requirements for cash which were both secret and un- 
limited. At the end of twelve months Lady Eustace had ran 
away from him, and Mr. Emilius had made overtures, by accepting 
which his wife would be enabled to purchase his absence at the 
cost of half her income. The arrangement was not regarded as 
being in every respect satisfactory, but' Lady Eustace declared 
passionately that any i)ossible sacrifice would be preferable to the 
company of Mr. Emilius. There had, however, been a rumour 
before her matriage that there was still living in his old country a 
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Mrs. Emilius when he married Lady Eustace ; and, though it had 
Ijeen supposed by those who \vere most nearly concerned with 
I>ady Eustace that this report had been unfounded and malicious, 
nevertheless, when the man’s claims became so exorbitant, 
reference was again made to the charge of bigamy. If it could 
be proved that Mr. Emilius had a wife living in Bohemia, a 
cheaj)er mode of escape would be found for the persecuted lady 
than that which he himself had suggested. 

It haS happened that since her marriage with Mr. Emilius Lady 
Eustace* had become intimate with our Mr. Bonteen and his wife. 
She had been at one time engaged to marry I.ord Fawn, one of 
Mr. Bontcen’s colleagues, and during the various circumstances 
which had led to the disniption of that engagement, this friend- 
ship had been formed. It must be understood that Lady Eustace 
had a most desirable residence of her own in the country, — 
Portray Castle in Scotland, — and that it was thought expedient by 
many to cultivate her acquaintance. She was rich, beautiful, and 
clever ; and, though her marriage with Mr. Emilius had never 
been looked upon as a success, still, in the estimation of some 
jieoide, it added an interest to her career. The Bonteens had 
taken her up, and now both Mr. and Mrs. Bonteen were hot in 
pursuit of evidence which might j)rovc Mr. Emilius to be a 
bigamist. 

When the disruption of conjugal relations was commenced, Lady 
Eustace .succeeded in obtaining refuge at Portray Castle without 
the presence of her husband. She fled from London during a visit 
he made to Brighton with the object of preaching to a congrega- 
tion by which his eloquence was held in great esteem. Fie left 
London in one direction by the 5 r.M. express train on .Saturday, 
and she in the other by the limited mail at 8.45. A telegram, 
informing him of what had taken place, reached him the next 
morning at Brighton while he was at breakfast. He preached his 
sermon, charming the congregation by the graces of his extempore 
eloquence, — moving every woman there to tears, — and then wtxa 
after his wife before the ladies had taken their first glass of sherry 
at luncheon. But her ladyship had twenty-four hours’ start of 
him, — although he did his* best ; and when he reached Portray 
Castle the door was shut in his face. He endeavoured to obtain 
the aid of blacksmiths to open, as he said, liis own hall door, — to 
obtain the aid of constables to compel the blacksmiths, of 
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magistrates to compel the constables, — and even of a judge to 
compel the magistrates ; but he was met on every side by a state- 
ment that the lady of the castle declared that she was not his 
wife, and that therefore he had no right whatever to demand that 
the door should be opened. Some other woman, — so he was 
informed that the lady said, — out in a strange country was really 
his wife. It was her intention to prove him to be a bigamist, and 
to have him locked up. In the meantime she chose to lock 
herself up in her own mansion. Such was the nature?* of the 
message that was delivered to him through the bars of the lady’s 
castle. 

How poor Lady Eustace was protected, and, at the same time, 
made miserable by the energy and unrestrained language of one 
of her own servants, Andrew Gowran by name, it hardly concerns us 
now to inquire. Mr. Emilius did not succeed in effecting an 
entrance j but he remained for some time in the neighbourhood, 
and had notices served on the tenants in regard to tlie rents, which 
puzzled the poor folk round Portray Castle very much. After a 
while Lady Eustace, finding that her peace and comfort impera- 
tively demanded that she should prove the allegations which she 
had made, fled again from Portray Castle to London, and tlirew 
herself into the hands of the Bonteens. This took place just as 
Mr. Bonteen’s hojies in regard to the Chancellorship of the 
Exchequer were beginning to soar high, and when his liands were 
very full of business. But with that energy for which he was so 
conspicuous Mr. Bontcen had made a visit to Bohemia during his 
short Christmas holidays, and had there set people to work. 
When at Prague he had, he thought, very nearly unravelled the 
secret himself. He had found the woman w^hom he believed to 
be Mrs. Emilius, and who was now living somewhat merrily in 
Prague under another name. She ackno\vl edged that in old days, 
when they were both young, she had been acquainted with a 
certain Yosef Mealyus, at a time in which he had been in the 
employment of a Jewish money-lender in the city; but, — as she 
declared, — slic bad never been married to him. Mr. Bonteen 
learned also that the gentleman now known as Mr. Joseph 
Emilius of the London Chapel had been known in his own 
country as J osef Mealyus, tlie name which had been borne by the 
very respectable Jew who was his father. Then Mr. Bonteen had 
returned home, and, 'as we all know, had become engaged in 
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matters of deeper import than even the deliverance of Lady 
Eustace from her thraldom. 

Mr. Emilius made no attempt to obtain the person of his wife 
while she was under Mr. Bonteen's custody, but he did renew 
his offer to compromise. If the estate could not afford to give 
him the two* thousand a year which he had first demanded, he 
would take fifteen hundred. He explained all this personally to 
Mr. Bonteen, who condescended to see him. He was very eager 
to make Mr. Bonteen understand how bad even then would be 
his condition. Mr. Bonteen was, of course, aware that he would 
have to pay very heavily for insuring his wife’s life. He was 
piteous, argumentative, and at first gentle ; but when Mr. Bonteen 
somewhat rashly told him that the evidence of a former marriage 
and of the present existence of the former wife would certainly be 
forthcoming, he defied Mr. Bonteen and his evidence, — and swore 
that if his claims were not satisfied, he would make use of the 
])ower which the English law gave him for the recovery of his 
wife’s person. And as to her property, — it was his, not hers. 
From this time forward if she wanted to separate herself from him 
she must ask him for an allowance. Now, it certainly was the 
case that Lady Eustace had married the man without any sufficient 
precaution as to keeping her money in her own hands, and Mr. 
Emilius had insisted that the rents of the projperty which was hers 
for her life should be paid to him, and on his receipt only. The 
poor tenants had been noticed this way and noticed that till they 
had begun to doubt whether their .safest course would not be to 
keep their rents in their own hands. But lately the lawyers of the 
Eustace family, — who were not, indeed, very fond of Lady Eustace 
personally, — came forward for the sake of the property, and 
guaranteed the tenants against all proceedings until the question 
of the legality of the marriage should be settled. So Mr. 
Epiilius, — or the Reverend Mealyus, as everybody now called 
him, — went to law ; and Lady Eustace went to law ; and the 
Eustace family went to law ; — but still, as yet, no evidence was 
forthcoming sufficient to enable Mr. Bonteen as the lady’s friend 
to put the gentleman into prison. 

It was said for a while that Mealyus had absconded. After his 
interview with Mr. Bonteen he certainly did leave England and 
made a journey to Prague. It was thought that he would not 
return, and that Lady Eustace would be obliged to carry on the 
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trial, which was to liberate her and her property, in his absence. 
She was told that the very fact of his absence would go far with a 
jury, and she was glad to be freed from his presence in England. 
But he did return, declaring aloud that he would have his rights. 
His wife should be made to put herself into his Imnds, and he 
would obtain possession of the income which was hi^ own. People 
then began to doubt. It was known that a very clever lawyer's 
clerk had been sent to Prague to com]')lcte the work there which 
Mr. Bonteen had commenced. But the clerk did not come back 
as soon as was expected, and news arrived that be had been taken 
ill. Inhere was a rumour that he had been j)oisoned at his hotel ; 
but, as the man was not said to be dead, people hardly believed 
the rumour. It became ncc'essary, however, to send another 
lawyer’s clerk, and the matter was gradually progressing to a very 
interesting complication. 

Mr. Bonteen, to tell the truth, was becoming sick of it. When 
Emilius, or Mealyus, was supposed to have absconded, Lady 
Eustace left Mr. Bonteen’s house, and located herself at one of 
the large London hotels ; but when tlie man came back, bolder 
than ever, she again betook herself to the shelter of Mr. Boiiteen's 
roof. She expressed the most lavish affection for ]\irs. Bonteen, 
and professed to regard Mr. Ikmteen as almost a political god, 
declaring her conviction that he, and he alone, as Prime Minister 
could save the country, and became very loud in her wrath 
when he was robbed of his seat in the Cabinet. 1 izzie lOustace, 
as her ladysliij’) liad always been called, was a clever, pretty, 
coaxing little woman, wlio knew how to make the most of her 
advantages. She had not been vei*}' wise in her life, liaving ost 
the friends who would have been truest to her, and confided in 
persons who had greatly injured her. She was neither true of 
heart or tongue, nor affectionate, nor eve* honest. But she was 
engaging ; she could flatter ; and could assume a reverential 
admiration which was very foreign to her real character. In these 
days she almost worshi])ped Mr. Bonteen, and could never be 
happy except in the presence of her dearest darling friend Mrs. 
Bonteen. Mr. Bonteen was tired of her, and Mrs. Bonteen was 
becoming almost sick of the constant kisses with which she was 
•greeted ; but Lizzie Eustace had got hold of them, and they could 
not turn her off. 

“You saw The People's Banner, Mrs. Bonteen, on Mon- 
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day?” Lady Eustace had been reading the paper in her fricad^s 
drawing-room. They seem to think that Mr. Bonteen must be 
Prime Minister before long.” 

I don't think he expects that, my dear.” 

'‘Why not? Everybody says The People's Banner is the 
cleverest paper we have now. I always hated the very name of 
that Phineas Finji.” 

" Did you know him ? ” 

“ Not exactly. He was gone before my time ; but poor Lord 
Fawn used to talk of him. He was one of those conceited Irish 
u])starts that are never good for anything.” 

“Very handsome, you know,” said Mrs. Bonteen. 

“ Was he ? 1 havQ heard it said that a good many ladies 

admired him.” 

“It was ijuite absurd ; with Lady Laura Kennedy it was worse 
than absurd. And there was Lady Glcncora, and Violet Efling- 
ham, who married Lady I .auras brother, and that Madame 
(loeslcr, whom I hate, — and ever so many others.” 

“ And is it true that it was he who got Mr. Bonteen so shame- 
hilly used ? ” 

“ It. was his faction.” 

“ I do so hate that kind of thing,” said Lady Eustace, with 
righteous indignation ; “ T used to hear a great deal about Govern- 
ment and all that when the affair was on between me and poor 
Lord Fawn, and that kind of dishonesty always disgusted me. I 
don’t know that 1 think so much of Mr. Gresham after all.” 

“ He is a very W'eak man.” 

“ His conduct to Mr. Bonteen has been outrageous ; and if he 
has done it just because that Duchess of Omnium has told him, I 
really do think that he is not fit to rule the nation. As for Mr. 
Phineas Finn, it is dreadful to think that a creature like tlmt 
^hould be able to interfere with such a man as Mr. Bonteen.” 

l^his was on Wednesday afternoon, — the day on which members 
of Parliament dine out, — and at that moment Mr. Bonteen entered 
the drawing-room, having left the House for his half holiday at 
six o’clock. Lady Eustace got up, and gave him her hand, and 
smiled upon him as though he were indeed her god. " You look 
so tired and so worried, Mr. Bonteen.” 

“ Worried I should think so.” , 

“ Is there anything fresh ?” asked his wife. 



40 


PHINEAS REDUX. 


That fellow Finn is spreading all manner of lies about me/' 

What lies, Mr. Bonteeii ? ” asked Lady Eustace. “ Not new 
lies, I hope.'* 

“ It all comes frQm Carlton Terrace.’' The reader may per- 
haps remember that the young Duchess of Omnium lived in 
Carlton Terrace. I can trace it all there. I wo^’t stand 
it if it goes on like this. A clique of stupid women to take up 
♦ the cudgels for a coal-heaving sort of fellow like that, and sting 
one like a lot of hornets ! Would you believe it ? — the Duke 
almost refused to speak to me just now — a man for whom I have 
been working like a slave for the last twelve months ! ” 

“ I would not stand it,” said Lady Eustace. 

“ By the bye, l^idy Eustace, we have had news from Prague.” 

** What news ? ” said she, clasping her hands. 

“ That fellow Pratt wc sent out is dead.” 

“ No ! ” 

Not a doubt but what he was poisoned ; but they seem to 
think that nothing can be proved. Coulson is on his way out, 
and I shouldn’t wonder if they served him the same.” 

And it might have been you ! ” said Lady Eustace, taking 
hold of her friend’s arm with almost frantic affection. 

Yes, indeed. It might have been the lot of Mr. Bonteen to 
have died at Prague — to have been poisoned by the machina- 
tions of the former Mrs. Mealyus, if such really had been the 
fortune of the unfortunate Mr. Pratt. For he had been quite as 
busy at Prague as his successor in the work. He had found out 
much, though not everything. It certainly had been believed 
that Yosef Mealyus was a married man, but he had brought 
the woman with him to Prague, and had certainly not married 
her in the city. She was believed to have come from Cracow, 
and Mr. Bonteen’s zeal on behalf of his fribnd had not been suffi- 
cient to carry him so far East. But he had learned from variqiis 
sources that the man and woman had been supposed to be mar- 
ried, — that she had borne, the man’s name, and that he had taken 
upon himself authority as her husband. There had been written 
communications with Cracow, and information was received that a 
man of the name of Yosef Mealyus had been married to a Jewess 
in that town. But this had been twenty years ago, and Mr. 
Emilias professed himself to be only thirty-five years old, and had 
in his possession a document from his synagogue professing to 
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give a record of his birth, proving such to be his age. It was 
also ascertained that Mealyus was a name common at Cracow, and 
that there were very many of the family in ( 'xalliciu. Altogether 
the case was full of difficulty, but it was thought that Mr. Bon- 
teen’s evidence would be sufficiSnt to save tlie property from the 
hands of tlie connorant, at any rate till such time as better evi- 
dence of the first marriage could be obtained. It had been hoped 
that whep the man went away he would not return ; but he had 
r^turned^ and it was now resolved that no t^ms sliould be kept 
with him and no payment offered to him. The house at Portray 
was kept barred, and the servants were ordered not to admit him. 
No money was to be paid to him, and he was to be left to take 
any proceedings at law which he might please, — while Ins adver- 
saries were proceeding against him with all the weapons at their 
disposal. In the meantime his chapel was of course deserted, , 
and the unfortunate man was left penniless in the world. 

Various opinions prevailed as to Mr. Bonteen^s conduct in the 
matter. Some people remembered that during the 4st autumn 
he and his wife had stayed three months at Portray Castle, and 
declared that the friendship between them and Lady Eustace had 
been very useful. Of these malicious peoi)le it seemed to be, 
moreover, the opinion that the connection might become even 
more useful if Mr. Erailius could be discharged. It was true 
that Mrs. Bonteen had borrowed a little money from Lady Eustace, 
but of this her husband knew nothing till the Jew in his wrath 
made the thing public. After all it had only been a poor ^£ 2 $, 
and the money had been repaid before Mr. Bonteen took his 
journey to Prague. Mr. Bonteen was, however, unable to deny 
that the cost of that journey was defrayed by Lady Fhistace, and 
it was thought *mean in a man aspiring to be Chancellor of the 
Exchequer to have his trifvelling expenses paid for him by a lady. 
Maiiy, however, were of opinion that Mr. Bonteen had been 
almost romantic in his friendship, and that the bright eyes of 
Lady Eustace had produced upon this dragon of business the 
wonderful effect that was noticed. Be that as it may, now, in 
the terrible distress of his^ mind at the political aspect of the 
times, he had become almost sick of Lady Eustace, and would 
gladly have sent her away from his house had he known how to 
do so without incurring censure. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE QUARREL. 

On tliat Wednesday evening Phineas Finn wan at The Universe, 
ile dined at the house of Madame Goeslcr, and went from thence 
to the club in better spirits than he had known for some weeks 
l^ast. The Duke and Duchess had been at Madame Goesler’s, 
and Lord and Lady Chiltem, who were now up in town, with 
Barrington Erie, and, — as R had happened, — old Mr. Maule. 
The dinner had been very pleasant, and two or three words had 
been spoken which had tended to raise the heart of our hero. In 
the first place Barrington Erie had expressed a regret that Phineas 
was not at his old post at the Colonies, and the young Duke had 
re-echoed it Phineas thought that the manner of his old friend 
Erie was more cordial to him than it had been lately, and even 
that comforted him. Then it was a delight to him to meet the 
Chilterns, who were always gracious to him. But perhaps his 
greatest pleasure came from the recei)tion which was accorded by 
his hostess to Mr. Maule, which was of a nature not easy to 
describe. It had become evident to Phineas that Mr. Maule was 
constant in his attentions to Madame Goesler ; and, though he had 
no purpose of his own in reference to the lady, — though he was 
aware that former circumstances, circumstances of that previous 
life to which he was accustomed to look back as to another 
existence, made it impossible that he srhould have any such pur- 
pose, — still he viewed Mr. Maule with dislike. He had once 
ventured to ask her whether she really liked that old padded 
dandy.'’ She had answered that she did like the old dandy. 
Old dandies, she thought, were preferable to old men who 
did not care how they looked ; — and as for the padding, that 
was his affair, not hers. She did not Iknow why a man should not 
have a pad in his coat, as well as a woman one at the back of her 
head. But Phineas..had known that this was her gentle raillery. 
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and now lie was delighted to find that she con tinned it, after ii 
still more gentle fashion, before the man's face. !Mr. Maule’s 
manner was certainly peculiar. He was more then ordinarily 
polite, — and was aftenvards declared by the Duchess to have 
made love like an old gander. But Madame Goesler, who knew 
exactly how to receive such attentions, turned a glance now and 
then iii)on Bhincas Finn, which he could now read with absolute 
precision. ** You see how I can dispose of a padded old dandy 
directly lie goes an inch too far.” No words could have said that 
to him more plainly than did these one or two glances ; — and, as 
he had learned to dislike Mr. Maule, he was gratified. 

Of course they all talked about Lady Eustace and Mr. Emilius. 

Do you remember how intensely interested the dear old Duke 
used to be when we none of us knew what had become of the 
diamonds?” said the Duchess. 

And how you took her part,” said Madame (joesler. 

“ So did you, — just as much as 1 ; and why not ? She was a 
most interesting young woman, and I sincerely hope we have not 
got to the end of her yet. 'fhe worst of it is that she has got 
into .such — very bad hands. ''J'hc Bonteens have taken her up 
altogether. Do you know lifer, Mr. Finn ? ” 

“ No, Duchess ; — and am hardly likely to make her acquaintance 
while she remains where she is now.” The Duchess laughed and 
nodded her head. All the world knew by this time that^she had 
declared herself to be the sworn enemy of the Bonteens. 

And there had been some conversation on that terribly difficult 
(luestion respecting the foxes in 1 rumpeton Wood. I'hc fact 
is, Lord Chiltern,” said the Duke, as ignorant as a child.* I 
would do right if I knew how. What ought I to do ? Shall I 
import some foxes ? ” 

“ I don't suppose, Dwke, that in all England there is a spot 
in which foxes are more prone to breed.” 

Indeed. I’m very glad of that. But something goes ivrong 
afterivards, 1 fear.” 

Tlie nurseries are not well managed, perhaps,” said the 
Duchess. 

Gipsy kidnappers are lllowed about the place,” said Madame 
Goesler.” 

‘‘ Gipsies ! ” exclaimed the Duke. 

** Poachers 1 ” said Lord Chiltem. ** But it isn't that we mind. 
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We could deal with that ourselves if the woods were properly 
managed. A head of game and foxes can be reared together very 
well, if ~^ — ** 

‘‘ 1 don't care a straw for a head of game, Lord Chiltem.' As 
far as my owm tastes go I would wish that there was neither a 
pheasant nor a partridge nor a hare on any property that I own. 
I think that sheep and barn-door fowls do better for everybody in 
the long run, and that men who cannot live without shooting 
should go beyond thickly-populated regions to find it. And, 
indeed, for myself, I must say the same about foxes. They do not 
interest me, and I fancy that they will gradually be exterminated." 

God forbid ! " exclaimed I.ord Chiltern. 

Blit I do not find myself called upon to exterminate them 
myself,” continued the Duke. ‘‘ The number of men who amuse 
themselves by riding after one fox is too great for me to wish to 
interfere with them. And I know that my neighbours in the 
country conceive it to be my duty to have foxes for them. I will 
oblige them, Lord Chiltern, as far as I can without detriment to 
other duties.” 

** You leave it to me,” said the Duchess to her neighbour Lord 
Chiltern. “ I’ll speak to Mr. Fothergill myself, and have it put 
right.” It unfortunately happened, however, that Lord Chiltern 
got a letter the very next morning^ from old Doggett telling him 
that a fitter of young cubs had been destroyed that week in 
Trumpeton Wood. 

Barrington Erie and Phineas went off to The Universe together, 
and as they went the old temis of intimacy seemed to be re-estab- 
lished betw^ien them. ‘‘Nobody can be so sorry as I am,” said 
Barrington, “ at the manner in which things have gone. When I 
wrote to you, of course, I thought it certain that, if we came in, 
you would come with us.” ' 

“ Do not let that fret you.” 

** But it does fret me, — very much. There are so many slips 
tliat of course no one can answer for anything.” 

“ Of course not. I know who has been my friend.” 

“ The joke of it is, that he himself is at present so utterly friend- 
less. The Duke will hardly speak to him. I know that as a fact. And 
Gresham has begun to find something is wrong. We all hoped 
that he would refuse^^to come in without a seat in the Cabinet; — 
but that was too good to be true. They say he talks of resigning. 
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I shall believe it when I see it. He'd better not play any tricks, 
for if he did resign, it would be accepted at once." Phineas when 
he heard this could not help thinking how glorious it would be if 
Mr. Bonteen were to resign, and if the place so vacated, or some 
vacancy so occasioned, were to be filled by him ! 

They reached the club together, and as they went up the stairs, 
they heard the hum of many voices in the room. “ All the world 
and his wife are here to-night," said Phineas. They overtook a 
couple of men at the door, so that there was something of the 
bustle of*a crowd as they entered. There was a difficulty in find- 
ing places in which to put their coats and hats, — for the accomo- 
dation of The Universe is not great. There was a knot of men 
talking not far from them, and among the voices Phineas could 
clearly hear that of Mr. Bonteen. Ratler’s he had heard before, 
and also Fil/Gibbon’s, though he had not distinguished any words 
from them. But those spoken by Mr. Bonteen he did distinguish 
ver>' plainly. Mr, Phineas Finn, or some such fellow as tliat, 
would be after lier at once," said Mr. Bonteen. 'Then Phineas 
walked immediately among the knot of men and showed himself. 
As soon as he heard his name mentioned, he doubted for a 
moment what he would do. Mr. Bonteen wlicn si)eaking had not 
known of his presence, and it might be his duty not to seem to 
have listened. But the speech had been made aloud, in the oi)cn 
room, — so that those who chose might listen ; — and Phineq^ could 
not but have heard it. In that moment he resolved that he was 
bound to take notice of what he had heard. What is it, Mr. 
Bonteen, that Phineas Finn will do ? '" he asked. 

Mr. Bonteen had been — dining. He was not a man by any 
means habitually intemperate, and now any one saying that he 
was tipsy would have maligned him. But he was flushed with 
much wine, and he was a<nan whose arrogance in that condition 
was apt to become extreme. “ In vino veritas ! " The sober 
devi? can hide his cloven hoof ; but when the devil drinks he loses 
his cunning and grows honest. Mr. Bonteen looked Phineas full 
in the face a second or two before he answered, and then said, — 
quite aloud — You have crept upon us unawares, sir." 

‘‘ What do you mean by diat, sir ?" said Phineas. “ 1 have come 
in as any other man comes." 

“ Listeners at any rate never hear any goo^ of themselves." 

Then there were present among those assembled clear indications 
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of disapproval of Bonteen’s conduct. In these days, — when no 
palpable and immediate punishment is at hand for personal in- 
solence from man to man, — personal insolence to one man in a 
company seems almost to constitute an insult to every one present. 
When men could fight readily an arrogant word or two between 
two known to be hostile to each other was only an invitation to a 
duel, and the angry man was doing that for which it was known 
that he could be made to pay. There was, or it was often thought 
that there was, a real spirit in the angry man's conduct, and they 
who were his friends before became perhaps more his friends 
when he had thus showb that he had an enemy. But a different 
feeling prevails at present ; — a feeling so different, that we may 
almost say that a man in general society cannot speak even 
roughly to any but his intimate comrades without giving offence to 
all around him. Men have learned to hate the nuisance of a row, 
and to feel that their comfort is endangered if a man ])rone to 
rows gets among them. Of all candidates at a club a known 
quarreller is more sure of blackballs now than even in the times 
when such a one provoked duels. Of all bores he is the worst ; 
and there is always an unexpressed feeling that such a one exacts 
more from his company than his share of attention. This is so 
strong, that too often the man quarrelled with, though he be as 
innocent as was Phineas on the present occasion, is made subject 
to the general aversion which is felt for men who misbehave 
themselves. 

‘‘ I wish to hear no good of myself from you,” said Phineas, 
following him to his seat. ‘‘ Who is it that you said, — I should be 
after?” The room was full, and every one there, even they who 
had come in with* Phineas, knew that Lady Eustace was the 
woman. Everybody at present was talking about Lady luistace. 

Never mind,” said Barrington Erle^ taking him by the arm. 

“ What's the use of a row ? ” 

No use at all ; — but if you heard your name mentioned in 
such a manner you would find it impossible to pass it over. There 
is Mr. Monk ; — ask him.” 

Mr. Monk was sitting very quietly in a corner of the room with 
another gentleman of his own age by him, — one devoted to 
literary pursuits and a constant attendant at The Universe: As 
he said afterguards, he had never known any unpleasantness of 
that sort in the club before. There were many men of note in the 
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room. There was a foreign minister, a member of the Cabinet, 
two ex*mcmi)^rs of the Cabinet, a great poet, an exceedingly able 
editor, two eads, two members of the Royal Academy, the pre- 
sident of a learned society, a celebrated professor, — ^and it was 
expected that Royalty might come in at any minute, speak a few 
benign words, and blow a few clouds of smoke. It was abomi- 
nable that the harmony of such a meeting should be interrupted 
by the vinous insolence ot Mr. Bonteen, and the useless wrath of 
' Phineas Finn. “ Really, Mr. Finn, if I were you I would let it 
: drop,’' said the gentleman devoted to literary pursuits. 

Phineas did not much affect the literary gentleman, but in such 
:a matter ^w)uld prefer the advice of Mr. Monk to that of any man 
■ living. He again appealed to his friend. “ You heard what was 
■said?” 

' ‘‘ I heard Mr. Bonteen remark that you or somebody like you 

would in certain circumstances be after a certain lady. I thought 
it ty be an iJI-judged speech, and as your particular friend I heard 
it with great regret." 

What a row about nothing ! ” said Mf. Bonteen, rising from 
his seat. ‘‘ We were speaking of a very pretty woman, and 1 was 
saying that some young fellow generally supposed to be fond of 
pretty women would soon be after her. If that offends your 
morals you must have become very strict of late.'’ 

There was something in the explanation w^liich, though very 
bad and vulgar, it was almost impossible not to accept. Such at 
least was the feeling of those wdio stood around Phineas Finn. 
He himself knew that Mr. Bonteen had intended Ito assert that he 
would be after the woiu in’s money and not her beauty ; but lie 
had taste enough to perceive that he could not descend to any 
such detail as that. There are reasons, Mr. Bonteen," he said, 

why I think you should abstain from mentioning my name in 
public. Your playful references should be made to your friends, 
and ndt to those who, to say the least of it, are not your friends." 

W^en the matter was' discussed afterwards it was thought that 
Phineas Finn should have abstained from making the last speech. 
It was certainly evidence of great anger on his part. And he was 
very angry. He knew that*he had been insulted, — and insulted 
by the man whom of all men he would feel most disposed to 
punish lor any offence. He could not allow !NJr. Bonteen to have 
the last word, especially as a certain amount ol success had seemed 
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to attend them. Fate at the moment was so far propitious to 
Phineas tliat outward circumstances saved him from any imme- 
diate reply, and thus left him in some degree triumphant. 
Expected Royalty arrived, and cast its salutary oil upon the troubled 
waters. The Prince, with some well-known popular attendant, 
entered the room, and for a moment every gentleman rose from 
his chair. It was but for a moment, and then the Prince became 
as any other gentleman, talking to his friends. One or two there 
present, who had perhaps peculiarly royal instincts, had crept up to- 
wards him so as to make him the centre of a little knot, but, other- 
wise, conversation went on much as it had done before the unfor 
tunate arrival of Phineas. That quarrel, however, had J;ecn very 
distinctly trodden under foot by the Prince, for Mr. Bonteeii had 
found himself quite incapacitated from throwing back any missile 
in reply to the last that had been hurled at him. 

Phineas took a vacant seat next to Mr. Monk, — who was defi- 
cient perhaps in royal instincts, — and asked him in a whisper his 
opinion of what had taken place. “ Do not think anymore of iV' 
said Mr. Monk. * 

That is so much more easily said than done. How am I not 
to think of it ? ” 

“ Of course I mean that you arc to act as though you had for- 
gotten it.” 

“ Did you ever know a more gratuitous insult ? Of course he 
was talking of that I^dy Eustace.” 

‘‘ I had not been listening to him before, but no doubt he was, 
I need not tell you now what I think of Mr. Bonteen. He is not 
more gracious in my eyes than he is in yours. To-night I fancy ho 
has been drinking, which has not improved him. You may be sure 
of this, Phineas, — that the less of resentful anger you show in such a 
wretched affiir as took place just now, die more will be the blame 
attached to him and the less to you.” 

Why should any blame be attached to me ? ” 

‘‘ I don’t say that any will unless you allow yourself to become 
loud and resentful. The thing is not worth your anger.” 

** I am angry.” 

^‘Then go to bed at once, and sleep it off. Come with me, and 
we’ll walk home together.” 

“ It isn’t the proper thing, I fancy, to leave the room while the 
Prince is here.” 
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Then I must do the improper thing,” said Mr. Monk. I 
haven’t a key, and I miisn’t keep my servant up any longer. A 
quiet man like me can creep out without notice. Good night, 
Phineas, and take my advice about this. If you can’t forget it, act 
and speak and look as though you had forgotten it.” Then M'". 
Monk, without much creeping, left the room. 

The club was very full, and there was a clatter of voices, and the 
clatter round the Prince was the nosiest and merriest. Mr. Bon- 
teen was there, of course, and Phineas as he sat alone could hear 
him as he edged his words in upon the royal ears. Every now and 
again there was a royal joke, and then Mr. Bonteen’s laughter was 
conspicuous. As far as Phineas could distinguish the sounds no 
special amount of the royal attention were devoted to Mr. Bonteen. 
That very able editor, and one of the Academicians, and the poet, 
seemed to be the most honoured, and when the Prince went, — 
which he did when his cigar was finished, — Phineas observed with 
inward satisfaction that the royal hand, which was given to the 
poet, to the editor, and to the painter, was not extended to the 
President of the Board of Trade. And then, having taken delight 
in this, he accused himself of meanness in having even observed a 
matter so trivial. Soon after this a ruck of men left the club, and 
then Phineas rose to go. As he went down the stairs Barrington 
Erie followed him with Laurence Fitzgibbon, and the three stood 
for a moment at the door in the street talking to each other. 
Finn’s way lay eastward from the club, whereas both Erie and 
Fitzgibbon would go westwards towards their homes. “ How well 
the Prince behaves at these sort of places ! ” said Erie. 

Princes ought to behave well,” said Phineas. 

Somebody else didn’t behave very well, — eh, Finn, my boy ?” 
said Laurence. 

“.Somebody else, as yc^u call him,” replied Phineas, “is very 
unlike a Prince, and never does behave well. To-night, however, 
he surpassed himself.” 

“ Don’t bother your mind about it, old fellow,” said Barrington. 

“ I tell you what it is, Erie,” said Phineas. “ I don’t think that 
I’m a vindictive man by naturq, but with that man I mean to make 
it even some pf these days.* You know as well as I do what it is 
he has done to me, and you know also whether I have deserved it. 
Wretched reptile that he is I He has pretty nearly been able to 
ruin me, — and all from some petty feeling of jealousy.” 
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“ Finn, me boy, don't talk like that," said Laurence. 

‘‘ You shouldn’t show your hand," said Barrington. 

‘‘I know what you mean, and it’s all very well. After your 
different fashions you two have been true to me, and I don't care 
how much you see of my hand. That man’s insolence angers me 
to such an extent that I cannot refrain from speaking out. He 
hasn’t spirit enough to go out with me, or I would'^shoot him." 

Blankenberg, eh ! " said Laurence, alluding to the now noto- 
rious duel which had once been fought in that place between 
Phineas and Lord Chilteni. 

“I would," continued the angry man. ‘‘There are times in 
which one is driven to regret that there has come an end to duel- 
ling, and there is left to one no immediate means of resenting an 
injury." 

As they were speaking Mr. Bonteen came out from the front 
door alone, and seeing the three men standing, passed on towards 
the left, eastwards.' “ Good night, Erie," he said, “ Good night, 
FitzGibbon," The two men answered him, and Phineas stood 
back in the gloom. It was about one o’clock and the night was 
very dark. “ By George, I do dislike that man," said Phineas. 
Then, with a laugh, he took a life-preserver out of his pocket, and 
made an action with it as though he were striking some enemy 
over the head. In those days there had been much garotting 
in the streets, and writers in the Press had advised those who 
walked about at night to go armed with sticks. Phineas Finn had 
himself been once engaged with garottens, — as has been told in a 
former chronicle, — and liad since arnled himself, thinking more 
probably of the thing which he had happened to see than men. 
do who had only heard of it. As soon as he had spoken, he 
followed Mr. Bonteen down the street, at the distance of perliaps 
a couple of hundred yards. f 

“ They won’t have a row, — ^will they ?" said Erie. 

“ Oh, dear, no ; Finn won’t think of speaking to him; and you 
may be sure that Bonteen won’t say a word to Finn. Between 
you and me, Barrington, I wish Master Phineas would give him 
a thorough good hiding." 



CHAPTER VII. 


WHAT CAME OF THE QUARREU 

Oil the next morning at seven o’clock a superintendent of 
police called at the house of Mr. Gresham and informed the 
Prime Minister that Mr. Bonteeft, the President of the Board of 
Trade, had been murdered during the night. There was no doubt 
of the fact. The body had been recognised, and information had 
been taken to the unfortunate widow at the house Mr. Bonteen 
had occupied in St. James’s Place. The superintendent had 
already found out that Mr. Bonteen had been attacked as he was 
returning from his club late at night, — or rather, early in the 
morning, and expressed no doubt that he had been murdered 
close to the spot on which his body was found. There is a dark, 
uncanny-looking passage running from the end of Bolton Row, in 
May Fair, between the gardens of two great noblemen, coming 
out among the mews in Berkeley Street, at the corner of Berkeley 
Square, just opposite to the bottom of Hay Hill, It was on the 
steps leaciing up from the passage to the level of the ground above 
that the body was found. The passage was almost as near a ^vay 
as any from the club to Mr. Bonteen’s house in St. James’s Place ; 
but the superintendent declared that gentlemen |#3Ut seldom used 
the passage after dark, and he was disposed to think that the 
unfortunate man rhust have been forced down the steps by the 
ruffian who had attacked him from the level above. The murderen 
so tfiought the superintendent, must have been cqgnizant of the 
way usually taken by Mr. Bonteen, and must have lain in wait for 
him in the darkness of the mouth of the passage. The superin- 
tendent had been at work on his inquiries since four in the morning, 
and had heard from Lady*^ Eustace, — and from Mrs. Bonteen, as 
far as that poor distracted woman had been able to tell her story, 
— some account of the cause of quarrel between the respective 
husbands of those two ladies^ The officer, who had not as yet 
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heaid a word of the late disturbance between Mr. Bonteen anc 
Phineas Finn, was strongly of opinion that the Reverend Mr. 
Emilius had been the murderer/ Mr. Gresham,-of course, coincided 
in that opinion. What steps had been take» as to the arrest of 
Mr. Emilius? The superintendent was of opinion that Mr. 
Emilius was already in custody. He was known to be lodging 
close to the Marylebone Workhouse, in NorthuSiberland Street, 
having removed to that somewhat obscure neighbourhood as soon 
as his house in Lowndes Square had been broken up by the 
running away of his wife and his consequent want of means. Such 
was the story as told to the Prime Minister at seven o'clock in the 
morning. 

At eleven o'clock, at his private room at the Treasury Chambers, 
Mr. Gresham Ibeard much more. At that time there were present 
with him two officers of the police force, his colleagues in the 
Cabinet Lord Cantrip and the Duke of Omnium, three of his 
junior colleagues in the Government, Lord Fawn, Barrington Erie, 
and LaureiKe FitzGibbon, — and Major Mackintosh, the chief of 
the London police. It was not exactly part of the duty of Mr. 
Gresham to investigate the circumstances of this murder ; but there 
was so much in it that brought it closely home to him and his 
Government, that it became impossible for him not to concern 
himself in the business. There had been so much talk about Mr. 
Bonteen lately, his name had been so common in the newspapers, 
the ill-usage which he had been supposed by some to have suffered 
had been so freely discussed, and his* quarrel, not® only with 
Phineas Finn, but subsequently with the Duke of Omnium, had 
been so widely known, — that his sudden death created more 
momentary excilement than might probably have followed that of 
a greater man. And now, too, the facts of the past night, as they 
became known, seemed to make the crime more wonclerful, ffiore 
exciting, more momentous than it would have been had it been 
brought clea^y home to such a wretch as the Bohemian Jew, Yosef 
Mealyus, who had contrived to cheat that wretched Lizzie Eustace 
into marrying him. 

As regarded Yosef Mealyus the story now told respecting him 
was this. He was already in custody. ‘ He bad been found in bed 
at his lodgings between seven and eight, and had, of course, given 
himself up without difficulty. He had seemed to be horror-struck 
when he heard of the man's death, — but had openly expressed his 
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joy. " He has endeavoured to rtiin me, and has done nie a ^orld 
of harm. Why should I sorrow for him he said to the police- 
man when rebuked for his inhumanity. But nothing had been 
found tending to implicate him in ^ the crime. The servant 
declared that he had gone to be^ before eleven o'clock, to her know- 
ledge, — for she had seen him there, — and that he had not left the 
house afterwards. Was he in possession of a latch key? It 
appeared that he did usually carry a latch-key, but that it was 
often borrowed from him by members of the family when it was 
known that he would not want it himself, — and that it had been 
so lent on this night. It was considered certain by those in the 
house that he had not gone out after he went to bed. Nobody 
in fact had left the house after ten ; but in accordance with his 
usual custom Mr. Emilius had sent down the key as soon as he 
had found that he would not want it, and it had been all night in 
the custody of the mistress of the establishment. Nevertheless 
his clothes were examined minutely, but without affording any 
evidence against him. That Mr. Bonteen had beeif killed with 
some blunt weapon, such as a life-preserver, was assumed by the 
police, but no such weapon was in the possession of Mr. Emilius, 
nor had any such weapon yet been found. He was, however, in 
custody, with no evidence against him except that which was 
afforded by his known and acknowledged enmity to Mr. Bonteen. 

So far Major Mackintosh and the two officers had told their 
story. TJ^en came the united story of the other gentlemen 
assembled, — ^from hearing which, however, the two police officers 
were debarred. The Duke and Barrington Erie had both dined 
in company with Phineas Finn at Madame Goesleris, and the Duke 
was undoubtedly aware that ill blood had existed tfctween Finn and 
Mr. Bonteqji. Both Erie and FitzGibbon described the quarrel 
at the club, and described also the anger which Finn had 
expressed against the wretched man as he stood talking at the 
club door. His gesture of vengeance was remembered and re- 
peated, though both the men who heard it expressed their 
strongest conviction that the murder had not been committed by 
him. As Erie remarked, the very expression of such a threat 
was almost proof that he tad not at that moment any intention 
on his mind of doing such a deed as had been done. But they 
told also of the life-preserver which Finn had shown them, as he 
took it from the pocket of his outside coat,and they marvelled at 
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c$)incidences of the night. Then Lord Fawn gave further 
.evidence, which seemed to tell very hardly upon Phineas Finn. 
He also had been at the club, and had left it just before Finn and 
the two other men had clustered at the door. He had walked 
veiy slowly, having turned down to Curzon Street and Bolton 
Row, from whence he made his way into Piccadilly by Clarges 
Street. He had seen nothing of Mr. Bonteen ; but as he crossed 
over to Clarges Street he was passed at a very rapid pace by a 
man muffled in a top coat, who made his way straight along 
Bolton Row towards the passage which has been described. 
At the moment he had not connected the person of the man who 
passed him with any acquaintance of his own ; but he now felt 
sure, — after what he had heard, — that the man was Mr. Finn. 
As he passed out of the club Finn was putting on his overcoat, 
and Lord Fawn had observed the peculiarity of the grey colour. 
It was exactly a similar coat, only with its collar raised, that had 
passed him in the street. The man, too, was of Mr. Finn's 
height and t)uild. He had known Mr. Finn well, and the man 
stepped with Mr. Finn's step. Major Mackintosh thought 
that Lord Fawn's evidence was — ‘‘ very unfortunate as regarded 
Mr. Finn." 

*‘I'm d if that idiot won't hang poor Phinny," said 

FitzGibbon afterwards to Erie. “ And yet I don't believe a word 
of it'' * 

“Fawn wouldn’t lie for the sake of hanging Phineas Finn,” 
said Erie, 

“ No ; — I don't suppose he's given to lying at all. He believes 
it all. But he's such a muddle-headed fellow that he can get 
himself to believe anything. He's one of those men who always 
unconsciously exaggerate what they have to say for the sake of 
the importance it gives them.” It might be possible that a 
jury would look at Lord Fawn's evidence in this light ; otherwise 
it would bear very heavily, indeed, against Phineas Finn. 

Then a question arose as to the road which Mr. Bonteen 
usually took from the club. All the members who were there 
present had walked home with him git various times, — and by 
various routes, but never by the way through the passage. It 
was supposed that on this occasion he must have gone by Berke- 
ley Square, because he had certainly not turned down by the 
first street to the right, which he would have taken had he in^ 
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tended to avoid the square. , He had been seen by*Barritgto 
Erie and FitzGibbon to pass that turning. Otherwise they would 
have made no remark as to the possibility of a renewed quarrel 
between him and Phineas, should Phineas chance to overtake 
him ; — for Phineas would certainly go by the square unless taken 
out of his way by some special purpose. The most direct way of 
all for Mr. Bonteen would have been that followed by Lord Fawn; 
but as he had not turned down this street, and had not been seen 
by Lord^Fawn, who was known to walk very slowly, and had often 
been seen to go by Berkeley Square, — ^it was presumed that he 
liad now taken that road. In this case he w^ould certainly pass 
the end of the passage towards which Lord Fawm declared that 
he had seen the man hurrying whom he now supposed to have 
been Phineas Finn. Filings direct road home would, as has been 
already said, have been through the square, cutting off the corner 
of the square, to\vards Bruton Street, and thence across Bond 
Street by Conduit Street to Regent Street, and so to Great 
Marlborough Street, where he lived. ' But it had been, no doubt, 
possible for him to have been on the spot on which Lord Fawn 
had seen the man ; for, although in his natural course thither from 
the club he would have at once gone down the street to the 
right, — a course which both Erie and FitzGibbon were able to 
say that he did not take, as they had seen him go beyond the 
turning, — nevertheless there ha^ been ample time for him to have 
retraced his steps to it in time to have caught Lord Fawn, and 
thus to have deceived FitzGibbon and Erie as to the route he 
had taken. 

When they had got thus far Lord Cantrip was standing close 
to the window of the room at Mr. Gresham^s elbow. “ Don^t 
allow yourself to be hurried into believing it,” said Lord Cantrip. 

‘‘ I do not know that we need believe it, or the reverse. It is 
a c^se for the police.” 

‘‘ Of course it is;— but your belief and mine will have a weight. 
Nothing that I have heard makes me Tor a moment thuik it 
possible. I know the man.” 

He was very angry.” 

‘‘ Had he struck him in the club I should not have been much 
surprised ; but he never attacked his enemy with a bludgeon in a 
dark alley. I know him well.” 

** AVhat do you think of Fann’s stoiy ?” 
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was mistaken in his man. Remember ; — ^it was a dark 

I do not see that you and I can do anything,” said Mr; 
>esham, I shall have to say something in the House as to the 
>opr fellow^s death, but I certainly shall not express a suspicion, 
iVhy should I ?” 

Up to this moment nothing had been done as to Phineas Finn, 
rt was known that he would in his natural course of business be in 
lis place in Parliament at four, and Major Mackintosl\ was of 
>pinion that he certainly should be taken before a magistrate in 
:ime to prevent the necessity of arresting him in the House. It 
was decided that Lord Fawn, with Fitzgibbon and Erie, should 
iccompany the police officer to Bow Street, and that a magistrate 
should be applied to for a warrant if he thought the evidence was 
sufficient. Major Mackintosh was of opinion that, although by no 
)ossibility could the two men suspected have been jointly guilty 
)f the murder, still the circumstances were such as to justify 
he immediate arrest of both. Were Yosef Mealy us really guilty 
ind to be allowed to slip from their hands, no doubt it might be 
wy difficult to catch him. Facts did not at present seem to pre- 
ail against him ; but, as the Major observed, facts are apt to alter 
onsiderably when they are minutely sifted. His character was 
lalf sufficient to condemn him ; — and then with him there was an 
dequate motive, and what Lord (Jj^ntrip regarded as “ a possrbi- 
ity.” It was not to be conceived that from mere rage Phineas 
^inn would lay a plot for murdering a man in the street, “ It is 
►n the cards, my lord,” said the Major, ‘‘ that he may have 
hosen to attack Mr. Bonteen witliout intending to murder him. 
The murder may afterwards have been an accident.” 

It was impossible after this for even a Prime Minister and two 
^binet Ministers to go about their work * calmly. The men con- 
erned had been too well known to them to allow their minds* to 
lecome clear of the subject. When Major Mackintosh went off 
D Bow Street with Erie and Laurence, it was certainly the opinion 
f the majority of those who had been present that the blow had 
een struck by the hand of Phineas Finn. And perhaps the worst 
spect of it all was that there had been not simply a blow, — ^but 
lows. The constables had declared that the murdered man had 
een struck thrice abowt the head, and that the fetal stroke had 
een given on the side of his head after the man^s hat had been 
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knocked off. That Finn should have followed his enemy through 
the street, ^fter such words as he had spoken, with the view of 
having the quarrel out in some shape, did not seem to be very 
improbable to any of them except Lord Cantrip ; — and then had 
there been a scuffle, out in the open path, at the spot at which the 
angry man might have overtaken his adversary, it was not 
incredible to them that he should have drawn even such a weapon 
as a life-preserver from his pocket. But, in the case as it had 
occurred, ^a spot peculiarly traitorous had been selected, and the 
attack had too probably been made from behind. As yet there 
was no evidence that the murderer had himself encountered any 
ill-usage. And Finn, if he was the murderer, must, from the time 
he was standing at the club door, have contemplated a traitorous, 
dastardly attack. He must have counted his moments ; — ^have 
returned slyly in the dark to the corner of the street which he had 
once passed ; — have muffled his face in his coat ; — and have then 
laid wait in a spot to which an honest man at night would hardly 
trust himself with honest purposes. “ I look upqn it as quite out 
of the question, said Lord Cantrip, when the three Ministers were 
left alone. Now Lord Cantrip had served for many months in the 
same office as Phineas Finn. 

“You are simply putting your. own opinion of the man against 
the facts,*' said Mr, Gresham. “ But facts always convince, and 
another man's opinion rarely convinces.” 

“ I’m not sure that we know the facts yet,” said the duke. 

“ Of course we are speaking of them as far as they have been 
told to us. As far as they go* — ^unless they can be upset and 
sliown not to be facts, — I fear they would be conclusive to me on 
a jury.” 

“ Do you mean that you have heard enough to condemn him ?” 
asked Lord Cantrip. 

“Remember what we have heard. The murdered man had 
two enemies.” 

“He may have had a third.” 

“ Qr ten ; but we have heard of but two.” 

“ He may have been attacked for his money,” said the duke. 

“ But neither his nor his watch were touched,” continued 

Mr. Gresham. “ An^, or the desire of putting the man out of 
the way, has caused the murder. Of the l^cvo enemies one,— 
according to the facts as we now have them,— could not have been 
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there. Nor is it probable that he could have known that his 
enemy wosald be on that spot The other not only could have 
been " there, but was certainly near the place at the moment,— 
so near that did he not do the deed himself, it is almost wonderful 
that it should not have been interrupted in its doing by his 
nearness. He certainly knew that the victim would be there. 
He was burning with anger against him at the moment. He had 
just threatened him. He had with him such an instrument as was 
afterwards used. A man believed to be him is seen hurryjpg to the 
spot by a witness whose credibility is beyond doubt. These arc 
the facts such as we have them at present. Unless they can be 
upset, I fear they would convince a jury, — as they have already 
convinced those officers of the police.'' 

Officers of the police always believe men to be guilty,” said 
Lord Cantrip. 

“They don't believe the Jew clergyman to be guilty,” said Mr. 
Gresham. 

“ I fear tliat thfre will be enough to send Mr. Finn to a trial,” 
said the duke. 

“Not a doubt of it,” said Mr. Gresham. 

“ And yet I feel as convinced of his innocence as I do of my 
OUT! ” said Lord Cantrip. 



CHAPTER VIIL 


MAULERS ATTEMPT. 

About three o’clock in the day the first tidings of what had taken 
•place reached Madame Goesler in the following perturbed note 
from her friend the Duchess ; — Have you heard what took place 
last night Good God ! Mr. Bonteen was murdered as he came 
home from his club, and they say that it was done by Phineas 
Finn. Plantagenet has just come in from Downing Street, where 
everybody is talking about it. I can't get from him what he 
believes. One never can get anything from hjm. But I never 
will believe it; — nor will you, I’m sure. I vote we stick to him to 
the last. He is to be i)ut in prison and tried. I can hardly 
believe that Mr. Bonteen has been murdered, though I don^t 
know why he shouldn't as well as anybody else. Plantagenet 
talks about the great loss ; I know which would be the greatest 
loss, and so do you. I’m going out now to try and find out some- 
thing. Barrington I’rle was there, and if I can find him he will 
tell me. I shall be home by half-past five. Do come, there^s a 
dear woman ; there is no one else I can talk to about it. If Pm 
not back, go in all the same, and tell them to bring you tea. 

Only think of Lady Laura, — with one mad and the other in 
Newgate! G. 

This letter gave Madame Goesler such a blow that for a few 
minutes it altogether knocked her down. After reading it once 
she hardly knew what it contained beyond a statement that 
Phineas Finn was in Newgate. She sat for a while with it in her 
hands, almost swooning ; and then with an effort she recovered 
herself, and read the letter again, Mr. Bonteen murdered, and 
Phineas Finn, — who had dined with her only yesterday evening, 
with whom she had been talking of all the sins of the murdered 
man, who was her special friend, of whom sl^ thought more than 
of any other human being, of wdiom she could not bring hersjelf to 
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cease to ihink, — accused of the murder ! IJclieve it I The duchess 
Jxad declA|ed with that sort of enthusiasm w^hich was common to 
her, that she never would believe it No, indeed ! Wliat judge 
of character would any one be who could believe that Phineas 
Finn could be guilty of a midnight murder ? I vote we stick to 
him/^ Stick to him P Madame Goesler said, repeating the 
words to herself. ** What is the use of sticking to a man w^ho 
does not want you ? ^' How can a woman cling to a man who, 
having said that he did not want her, yet comes again within her 
influence, but does not unsay what he had said before ? Never- 
thcles's, if it should be that the man was in real distress,— 
absolutely dire soitoav, — slje would cling to him with a constancy 
which, as she thought, her friend the 3)iichcss would hardly 
understand. Though they should hang him, she woul^ bathe his 
body with lier tears, and live as a woman should live who had 
loved a murderer to the last. 

But she s^\ore to herself that she would not believe it. Nay, 
she did not believe it. Believe it, indeed ! Jt was simply Impos- 
sible. That he might have killed the wretch in some struggle 
brought on by the man's own fault was possible. Had the man 
attacked Phineas Finn it was only too iwobable that there might 
have been such result. P.ut murder, secret midnight uumlcr, 
could not have been committed by the man slie had (Fosen as 
her friend. And yet, througli it all, there was a resolve that oven 
though he should have committed murder she would be true to 
him. If it .should (‘omc to tlie very worst, then would slie declare 
the intensity of tlie affection with Vvhich she regarded the mur- 
derer. As to Mr. JloDtecn, ‘what the duclicss said was true 
enough ; why should not he be killed as well as another ? In her 
present frame of mind site felt very little ])ity for Mr. Bonteen, 
After a fashion a verdict oi “ served him riglit ’ crossed her mind, 
as it had doubtless crossed that of the duchess when she was 
writing her letter. The man had made himself so obnoxious that 
it was well that he should be out of the way. But not: on that 
account would she believe that Phineas Finn liad murdered him. 

Could it l,)e true tliat the man after all was dead ? Marvellous 
reports, and reports marvellously false, do spread themselves 
about the world every day. But this report had come from the 
duke, and he was nat a man given to absurd rumours. He had 
heard the story in Downing Street, and if so it must be true. Of 
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course she would go down to the duchess at the hour fixed. It 
was now a little after three, and she ordered the carriage to be 
jeady for her at a quarter i)ast five. TJien she told the servant, 
first to admit no one who might call, and then to come up and 
^ her know, if any one should come, without sending tlie visitor 
l^ay. It might be that some one would come to her expressly 
5*m Phineas, or at least with tidings about this affair. 

S;Then she read the letter again, and thpse few last words in it 
^ck to her thoughts like a burr. Think of Lady Laura, with 
pe macf and the other in Newgate/’ Was this man , — the only 
■an whom she had ever loved,- more to Lady Laura Kennedy 
^an to her ; or rather, was Lady Laura more to him than was she 
ierself ? If so, why should she fret herself for his sake ? She 
vas i«ady enough to own that she could sacrifice everything for 
him, even though he should be standing as a murderer in the 
dock, if such sacrifice would be valued by him. He had himself 
told her that his feelings towards J.ady Laura were simply those 
of an affectionate friend ; Init how could she believe that state- 
ment when all the world were saying the reverse ? Lady Laura 
was a married woman, — a woman whose husband was still living, 
— and of course he was bound to make such an assertion when 
he and she were named together. And then it was certain, — 
Madame (loesler believed it to be certain,- — that there had been a 
time in which Phineas had asked for the love of I.ady Laura 
Slandish. But he had never asked for her love. It had been ten- 
dered to him, and he had rejected it I And now the duchess, — 
who, with all her inaccuracies, had that sharpness of vision which 
enables some men and women to sec into facts, — spoke as though 
Lady Laura were to be pitied more than all others, because of 
the evil that had befallen Phineas Finn ! Had not Lady Laura 
chosen her own husband* and was not the man, let him be ever 
so mad, still her husband ? Madame Goeslcr was sore of heart, 
as wfell as broken down with sorrow, till at last, hiding her face on 
the pillow of the sofa, still holding the ducliess’s letter in her hand, 
she burst into a fit of hysteric sol)s. 

Few of those who knew Madame Max Goesler well, as she 
lived in town and in country, would have believed that such could 
have been the effect il|)on her of the news which she had heard. 
Credit was given to her everywhere for good nature, discretion, 
affability, and a certain grace of demeanour which always made 
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her cliarming. She was known to be generous, wise, and of 
high spirit. Something of her conduct to jthc old duke had 
crept into general notice, and had been told, here and there, to 
her honour. She had conquered the good opinioh of many, and 
was a popular woman. But there was not one among her friends 
who supposed her capable of becoming a victim to a strong pas- 
sion, or would have suspected her of reckless weeping for any 
sorrow. The duchess^ who thought that she knew Madame' 
Goesler well, would not have believed it to be true, even if she 
had seen it. ‘‘ You like people, but I doiVt think you %ver love 
any one,’’ the duchess had once said to her. Madame Goesler 
had smiled, and had seemed to assent. To enjoy the world, — 
And to know that the best cnjo)anent must come from witnessing 
the satisfaction of others, had apparently been her philq§ophy. 
But now she was prostrate because this man was in trouble, and 
because she had been told that his trouble was more than another 
woman could bear ! 

She was still sobbing and crushing the letter in her hand when 
the servant came up to tell her that Mr.^Maule had called. He 
was below, waiting to know whether she would see him. She 
remembered at once that Mr. Maule had met Phincas at her 
table on the previous evening, and, thinking that he must have 
come with tidings respecting this great event, desired that he 
might be shown up to her. But, as it happened, Mr. Maule had 
not yet heard of the death of Mr. Bonteen. He had remained at 
home till nearly four, having a great object in view, which made 
him deem it expedient that he should go direct from his own 
rooms to Madame Goesler’s house, and had not even looked in 
at his club. The reader will, perhaps, divine the great object. 
On this day he proposed to ask Madame Goesler to make liim 
the happiest of men, — as he certainly* would have ^thought him- 
self for a time, had she consented to put him in possession of her 
large income. He had therefore padded himself with more than 
ordinary care, — ^reduced but not obliterated the greynes's of his 
locks, — Iboked carefully to the fitting of his trousers, and spared 
himself those ordinary labours of the morning which might have 
r<d)bed him of any remaining spark o£his juvenility. 

Madame Goesler met him more than ha]i across the room as he 
entered it “Wh^ have you heard?” said she. Mr. Maule 
wore his sweetest smile, but he had heard nothing. He could 
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only press her hand, and look blank, — understanding that there 
was something whicli he ought to have heard. She thought 
nothing of the pressure of her hand. Apt as she was to be con- 
scious at an instant of all that was going on around her, she 
thought of nothing now but that man's peril, and of the truth 
or falsehood of the story that had been ^nt to her. You have 
heard nothing of Mr. Finn ?” 

“ Not a word," said Mr. Maule, withdrawing his hand. What 
has happened to Mr. Finn ?" Had Mr. Finn broken his neck it 
would hate been nothing to Mr. Maule. But the lady's solicitude 
was something to him. 

Mr. Bonteen has been murdered !" 

Mr. Bonteen !" 

“ Sp I hear. I thought you had come to tell me of it." 

Mr. Bonteen murdered 1 No ; — I have heard nothing. I 
do not know the gentleman. I thought you said — Mr. Finn." 

It is not known about London, then ?" 

I cannot say, Madame Goesler. I have just come from 

home, and have not been out all the morning. Who has 

murdered him ?” 

* n 

Ah ! I do not know. That is what I wanted you to tell me." 

“ But what of Mr. Finn ?" 

*‘I also have not been out, Mr. Maule, and can give you no 
information. I thought you had called because you knew that 
Mr. Finn had dined here." 

Has Mr. Finn been murdered ?" 

Mr. Bonteen 1 1 said that the report w;as that Mr. Bonteen 
had been murdered." Madame Goesler was now^ waxing angry, — 
most unreasonably. “ But I know nothing about it, and am just 
going out to make inquiry. The carriage is ordered." Then she 
stood, expecting him to go ; and he knew that he was expected 
to go. It vflis at any rate clear to him that he could not carry 
out his great design on the present occasion. “ This lias so up- 
set me that I can think of nothing else at present, and you must, 
if you please, excuse me. I would not have let yoni take the 
trouble of coming up, had not I thought that you were the bearer 
of some news." Then she^ bowed,' and Mr. Maule bowed ; and as 
he left the room she ^rgot to ring the bell. 

What the deuce can she have meant about that fellow Finn?" 
he said to himself. ** They cannot both have been murdered." 
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He Vent to his club, and there he soon learned the truth. The 
infemmtion Vas giVen to him with clear and imdoubting words., 
jPiuneas Finn and Mr. Bonteen had quarrelled at The Universe. 
Mr, Bonteen, as far as words went, had got the best of his adver- 
sary. This had taken place in the presence of the Prince, who 
had expressed himself greatly annoyed by Mr. Finn's conduct 
And afterwards Phineas Finn had waylaid Mr. Bonteen in the 
passage between Bolton Row and Berkeley Street, and had there 

^murdered him. As it happened, no one who had been at 

The Universe was at that moment present ; but the whole affeir 
was now quite well known, and was spoken of without a doubt. 

hope hell be hung, with all my heart/^ said Mr. Maule, 
iwho thought that he could read the riddle which had been so un- 
intelligible in Park Lane. . ^ 

When Madame Goesler reached Carlton Terrace, which she did 
before the time named by the Duchess, her friend had not yet 
returned. But she "went upstairs, as she had been desired, and 
they brought her tea. But the teapot remained untouched till 
past six o'clock, and then the Duchess returned. ‘‘Oh, my 
dear, I am so sorry for being late. Why haven't you had tea ? ” 

“ Wliat is the truth of it all ? " said Madame Goesler, standing 
up with her fists clenched as they hung by her side. 

“ I don't seem to know nearly as much as I did when I wrote 
to you." 

“ Has the man been — murdered ? " 

“ Oh dear, yes. There's no doubt about that. I was quite 
sure of that when I sent the letter. I have had such a hunt. 
But at last I went up* to the door of the House of Commons, and 
got Barrington Erie to come out to me." 

“Well?" 

“ Two men have been arrested." 

“ Not Phineas Finn?" 

“ Yes ;* Mr. Finn is one of them. Is it not awful ? So •much 
more dreadful to me than the other poor man's death I One 
oughtn't fo say so, of course." 

“ And who is the other man ? Of course he did it." 

“That horrid Jew preaching man that married Lizzie Eustace. 
Mr. Bonteen had been persecuting him, and making out that he 
had another wife at home in Hungary, or Bohemia, or some- 
where." 
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** Of course he did it" 

Thaf s what I say. Of course the Jew did it But then all the 
evidence goes to show that he didn't do it He was in bed at the 
time > and the door of the house was locked up so that he couldn't 
get out ; and the man who did the murder hadn't got on his coat, 
but had got on Phineas Finn's coat" 

^MVas- there — blood?" asked Madame Goesler, shaking from 
head to foot ^ , 

^^Not that I know.* I don't suppose they've looked yet But 
Loyl Fawi» saw the man, and swears to the coat" < 

Lord Fawn ! How I have always hated that man I I wouldn't 
believe a word he would say." 

“ Barrington doesn't think so much of the coat. But Phineas ^ 
had a club in his pocket, and the man was killed by a club. There 
hasn't been any other club found, but Phineas Finn took his home 
with him." 

A murderer would not have done that." 

“ Barrington says that the head policeman says that it is just 
wliat a very clever murderer would do." 

Do you believe it, Duchess ? " 

Certainly not ; — not though Lord 5^wn swore that he had 
seen it. I never will believe what I don’t like to believe, and 
nothing shall ever make me." 

‘‘ He couldn't have done it." 

Well ; — for the matter of that, I suppose he .could." 

“ No, Duchess, he could not have done it." 

He is strong enough, — and brave enough." 

“ But not enough of a coward. There is ndthing cowardly 
about him. If Phineas Finn could have struck an enemy with a 
club, in a dark* passage, behind his back, I will never care to speak 
to any man again. Nothing shall make me believe it. If I did, 

I could never* again believe in any one. If they told you that 
your hpsband had murdered a man, what would you say ? " 

But he isn't your husband, Madame Max." 

No ; — certainly not. I cannot fly at them, when they say so, 
as you would do. But I can be just as sure. If twenty Lord 
FaTOs swore that they had seen it, I would not believe them. 
Oh, God, what will they do with him ! " 

The Duchess behaved very well to her friend, saying not a 
single word to twit her with the love which ^e betrayed. She 
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seemed to take it as a matter of course that Madame Goesler’s 
interest in Phineas Finn should be as it was. The Duke, she said, 
could not come home to dinner, and Madame Goesler should stay 
with her. Both Houses were in such a ferment about the murder, 
that nobody liked to be away. Everybody had been struck with„ 
amazement, not simply, — ^not chiefly, — ^by the fact of the murder, 
but by the double destruction of the two men whose ill will to 
each other had been of late so often the subject of conversation. 
So Madame Goesler remained at Carltoir Tefrace till late in the 
evening, and during the whole visit there was nothing «nentio|^ed 
but the murder of Mr. Bonteen and the peril of Phineas Finn. 
“Swne one will go and see liim, I suppose, said Madame 
Goesler. 

“ Lord Cantrip has been already, — and Mr. Monk.'* 

“ Could not I go ? ” 

“ Well, it would be rather strong.” 

‘Hf we both went together?” suggested Madame Goesler. 

1 And before she left Carlton Terrace she had almost extracted a 
promise from the Duchess that they would together proceed to the 
prison and endeavour to see Phineas Finn. 



CHAPTER IX. 

SHOWING* WHAT MRS. BUNCE SAID TO THE POLICEMAN 

** We have left Adelaide Palliser down at the hall. We are up 
here only for a couple of days to see Laura, and try to find 
out what had better be done about Kennedy.” This was said ta 
Phineas Finn in his own room in Great Marlbro' Street by Lord 
Chiltern, on the morning after the murder, between ten and eleven 
o’clock. Phineas had not as yet heard of the death of the man 
with whom he had quarrelled. Lord Chiltern had now come to 
him with some proposition which he as yet did not understand, 
and which I^ord Chiltern certainly did not know how to explain. 
Looked at simply the proposition was one for providing Phineas 
Finn with an income out of the wealth belonging, or that would 
belong, to the Standish family. Lady Laura’s fortune would, it 
was thought, soon be at her own disposal. They who acted for 
her husband had assured the Earl that the yearly interest of the 
money should be at her ladyship’s command as soon as the law 
would allow them so to plan it. Of Robert Kennedy’s inability 
to act for himself there was no longer any doubt whatever, and 
there was, they said, no desire to embarrass the estate with so 
small a disputed matter as the income derived from ;£‘4o,ooo. 
JThere was great pride of purse in tfie manner in which the in« 
formation was conveyed -t>ut not the less on that account was 
it satisfactory to the Earl. Lady Laura’s first thought about it 
referred to the imminent wants of Phineas Finn. How might it 
be possible for her to place a portion of her income at the com- 
mand of the man she loved so that he should not feel disgraced by 
receiving it from her hand ? She conceived some plan as to a 
loan to be made nominally by her brother, — a plan as to which it 
may at once be said that it ccjjild not be made to hold water for 
a minute. But she did succeed in inducing heic brother to under- 
take the embassy, with the view of explaining to Phineas that 
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there would be money for him when he wanted it. If I make 
it over to Papa, Papa can leave it him in his will 3 and if he 
wants it at once there can be no harm in your advancing to him 
what he must have at Pa})a's death/' Her brother had frowned 
angrily and had shaken his head. ** Think how he has been 
thrown over by nil the party," said Lady Laura. Lord Chiltern 
had disliked the whole affair, — ^liad#felt with dismay that his sister’s 
name would become subject to reproach if it should be knowm 
that this yoiiJig man was supported by her bounty. She, however, 
had 3 )ersisted, and he had consented to see the yf)ung man, 
feeling sure that Phineas would refuse to bear the burden of the 
obligation. 

But he had not touched the disagreeable subject when they 
were interrupted. A knocking of the door had been heard, and 
now Mrs. Biince came up stairs, bringing Mr. Low with her. Mrs. 
Bunce had not licard of the tragedy, but she had at once perceived 
from the hamster’s manner that there was some serious matter 
forward, — some matter tliat was probably not only serious, but 
also calamitous, d’he cx])ression of her countenance announced 
as much to the two men, and the countenance of Mr. Low when lie 
followed her into the room told the same story still more plainly. 

Is anything the matter? " said Phineas, jum])ing up. 

^Mndeed, yes," said Mr, Low, who then looked at Lord Chiltern 
•and was silent. 

Shall 1 go?" said Lord Chiltern. Mr. Low did not know him, 
and of course was still silent 

'Fliis is my friend, Mr. Low. This is my friend, l.ord Chiltern," 
said Pliineas, aware tliat each was well actjuaintcd with the other’s 
name. “1 do not know of any reason why you should go. 
What is it, Low?" 

Lord Chiltern had come there aboift money, and it occurred to 
him that the im])ecun[oLis young barrister might already be in 
some scraj^e on that liead. In nineteen cases out of twent}^ when 
a man is in a scrajie, he simply wants money. Perhaps I can 
be of help," he said. 

^"Have you heard, my Lord, what happened last night?" said 
Mr. Low, with his eyes h.xed on Phineas Finn. 

I have heard nothing," said Lord Chiltern. 

What has happened ? " asked f^liincas, looking aghast. H 




“ He has been MURDEUEn,” ,^Aii» Mu. 
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knew Mr. Low well enough to be sure ths^t the thing referred to 
was of great and distressing moment. 

You, too^ have heard nothing ? ** 

** Not a word — that I know o£'^ 

You were at The Universe last night?'* 

Certainly I was.” 

Did anything occur?” 

The Prince was there.” 

Nothijiig has happened to the Prince ?” said Chiltem. 

His name has not been mentioned to me,” said Mr. Low. 
‘‘ Was there not a quarrel ? ” 

“Yes;” — said Phineas. “I quarrelled with Mr. Bonteen.” 

“What then?” 

“ He behaved like a brute; — ^as he always does. Thrashing a 
l)rntc hardly answers nowadays, but if ever a man deserved a 
thrashing he does.” 

“ He has been murdered,” said Mr. Low. 

• • • ^ • • * • 

The reader need hardly be told that, as regards this great 
offence, l^hineas Finn was as white as snow. The maintenance ot 
any doubt on that matter, — were it even desirable to maintain a 
doubt, — would be altogether beyond the power of the present 
writer. The reader has probably perceived, Irom the first moment 
of tlic discovery of the body on the steps at the end of the 
passage, that Mr. Bonteen had been killed by that ingenious 
gentleman, the Rev. Mr. Emilius, who found it to be worth his 
while to take the step with the view' of suppressing his enemy’s 
evidence as to his former marriage. But Mr. Lowg when he 
entered the room, had been inclined to think that his friend had 
done the deed. Laurence^ FitzGibbon, who had been one of the 
first to hear the story, and who had summoned Erie to go with 
him and Major Mackintosh to Downing Street, had, in the first 
place, gone to the house in Carey Street, in which Bunce was wont 
to work, and had sent him to Mr. Low. He, lutzGibbon, had 
not thought it safe that he himself should w'arn his counti^Tiian, 
but he could not bear to think that the hare should be knocked 
over on its form, or that his*friend should be taken by policemen 
without notice. So he had sent Bunce to Mr. Low, and Mr. Low 
had now come with his tidings. 

“ Murdered ! ” exclaimed Phineas. 
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“Who has murdered him?” said Lord Chiltem, looking first 
at Mr. Low and then at Phineas. 

“ That is what the police are now endeavouring to find out.” 
Then there was a pause, and Phineas stood up with his hand on his 
forehead, looking savagely from one to the other. A glimmer oi 
an idea of the truth was beginning to cross his brain. Mr. Low 
was there with the object of asking him whetheV he had murdered 
the man ! “ Mr. FitzGibbon was with you last night,” continued 
Mr. Low. 

“ Of course he was.” 

“ It was he who has sent me to you.” 

“ What does it all mean ? ” asked Lord Chiltern. “ I suppose 
they do not intend to say that, — our friend, here, — murdered the 
man.” 

“ I begin to suppose that is what they intend to say,” rejoined 
Phineas, scornfully. 

Mr. Low had entered the room, doubting indeed, but still iu; 
dined to believe, — as Bunce had very clearly believed, — that the 

hands of Phineas Finn were red with the blood of this man who 

♦ 

had been killed. And, had he been questioned on such a matter, 
when no special case was before his mind, he would have declared 
of himself that a few tones from the voice, or a few glances from 
the eye, of a suspected man would certainly not suffice to eradicate 
suspicion. But now he was quite sure, — almost quite sure, — that 
Phineas was as innocent as himself To Lord Chiltern, who had 
heard none of the details, the suspicion was so monstrous as to fill 
him with wrath. “ You don^t mean to tell us, Mr. Low, that any 
one says that P'inn killed the man ? ” 

“ I have come as his friend,” said Low, “ to put him on his 
guard. The accusation will be made gainst him.” 

To Phineas, not clearly looking at it, not knowing very 
accurately what had happened, not being in truth quite sure that 
Mr. Bonteen was actually dead, this seemed to be a continuation 
of the persecution which he believed himself to have suffered from 
that man's hand. “ I can believe anything from that quarter,” he 
said. 

“ From what quarter? ” asked Lord Chiltern. “ We had better 
let Mr. Low tell us what really has happened.” 

Then Mr. Low 'told the story, as well as he knew it, describ- 
ing the spot on which the body had been found. “ Often as I 
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go to the club/' said Phineas, ** I never was through that passage 
in my life.” Mr. Low went on with his tale, telling how the man 
had been killed with some short bludgeon. I had that in my 
pocket,” said Finn, producing the life preserver. “ I have almost 
always had something of the kind when I have been in London, 
since that affair of Kennedy's.” Mr. Low cast one glance at it, — 
to see whether it had been washed or scraped, or in any way 
cleansed. Phineas saw the glance, and was angry. ** There it is, 
as it is.^ You can make the most of it. I shall not touch it 
again till the policeman comes. Don't put your hand on it, 
Chiltem. Leave it there.” And the instrument waii left lying 
on the table, untouched. Mr. Low went on with his story. He 
had heard nothing of Yosef Mealyus as connected with the 
murder, but some indistinct reference to Lord Fawn and the top- 
coat had been made to him. “There is the coat, too,” said 
Phineas, taking it from the sofa on which he had flung it when he 
came home the previous night.^ It was a very light coat, — fitted 
for May use, — lined with silk, and by no means suited for 
enveloping the face or person. But it had a collar which might 
be made to stand up. “ That at any rate \\Hs the coat I #ore,” 
said Finn, in answer to some observation from the barrister. 
“ The man that Lord Fawn saw,” said Mr. Low, “ was, as I un- 
derstand, enveloped in a heavy great coat.” “ So Fawn has got 
his finger in the pie ! ” said Lord Chiltern. 

Mr. Low had been there an hour. Lord Chiltern remaining also 
in the room, when there came three men belonging to the police, 
— ^a superintendent and with him two constables. When the men 
were shown up into the room neither the bludgeon or the coat 
had been moved from the small table as Phineas had himself 
placed them there. Both Phineas and Chiltern had lit cigars, and 
they were all there sitting in silence. Phineas had entertained the 
idea that Mr. Low believed the charge, and that the barrister was 
therefore an enemy, Mr. Low had perceived this, but had not 
felt it to be his duty to declare his opinion of his friend's inno- 
cence. What he could do for his friend he would do ; but, as he 
thought, he could serve him better now by silent observation than 
by protestation. Lord Chiltem, who had been imifiored by Phineas 
not to leave him, continued to pour forth unabating execrations 
on the monstrous malignity of the accuse»s. “ I do not know 
that there are any, accusers,” said Mr. Low, “ except the cir- 
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cumstsmoes which the police must, of course, investigate.” Then^ 
the men came, and the nature of their duty was soon explained. 
They must request Mr. Finn to go with them to Bow Street. 
They took possession of many articles besides the two which had 
been prepared for them, — the dress coat and shirt which Phineas 
hadT worn, and the boots. He had gone out to dinner with a 
Gibus hat, and they took that. They took his ^umbrella and his 
latch key. They asked, even, as to his purse and money ; — ^but 
abstained from taking the purse when Mr. Low suggested that 
they could have no concern with that. As it happened Phirieas 
was at the^ moment wearing the shirt in which he had dined out 
on the previous day, and the men asked him whether he had any 
objection to change it in their presence, — as it might be necessary, 
after the examination, that it should be detained as evidence. 
He did so, in the presehce of all the men assembled ; but the 
humiliation of doing it almost j3roke his heart. Then they 
searched among his linen, clean and (firty, and asked questions of 
Mrs. Bunce in audible whispers behind the door. Whatever Mrs. 
Bunc^ could do to injure the cause of her favourite lodger by 
severity of manner, ^snubbing the policeman, and determination 
to give no information, she did do. Had a shirt washed } 
How do you suppose a gentleman^s shirts are washed? You 
were brought up near enough to a washtub yourself to know more 
than I can tell you I ” But the very respectable constable did not 
seem to be in the least annoyed by the landlady's amenities. 

' He was taken to Bow Street, going thither in a cab with the 
two policemen, and the superintendent followed them with Lord 
Chiltem and Mr. Low, You don't mean to say that you believe 
it” ? said Lord Chiltern to the officer. “ We never believe and we 
never disbelieve anything, my Lord,” replied the man. Neverthe- 
less, the superintendent did most firmly believe that Phineas Finn 
had murdered Mr. Bonteen. 

At the police-office Phineas was met by Lord Cantrip and 
Barrington Erie, and soon became aware that both Lord Fawn and 
FitzGibbon were present. It seemed that everything else 
made to give way to this inquiry, as he was at once confronted ' 
by the magistrate. Evei^ft)ody was personally very civil to him, 
and he was asked whether he would not wish to have professional 
advice while the charge was being made against him. But this he 
declined. He would tell the magistrate, he said, all he knew, but, 
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at any rate for the present, he would haye no need of advice. He 
was, at last, allowed to tell his own story, — after repeated cautions. 
There had been some words between him and Mr. Bonteen in the 
club j after wl^ch, standing at the door of the club with his 
friends, Mr. Erie and Mr. FitzGibbon, who were now in court, he 
had seen Mr. Bonteen walk away towards Berkeley Square. He 
had soon followed, but had never overtaken Mr. Bonteen. AVhen 
reaching the Square he had crossed over to< the fountain, standing 
there on ^he south side, and from thence had taken the shortest 
way up Bruton Street. He had seen Mr. Bonteen for the last time 
dimly, by the gaslight, at the corner of the Square. As far as he 
could remember, he himself had at that moment passed the fountain. 
He had not heard the sound of any struggle, or of words, round 
the corner towards Piccadilly. By the time that Mr. Bonteen 
would have reached the head of the steps leading into the passage, 
he would have been near Bruton Street, with his back completely 
turned to the scene of the murder. He had walked faster than 
Mr., Bonteen, having gradually drawn near to him ; but he had 
determined in his own mind that he would not pass the map, or 
get so near him as to attract attention. Nor had he done so. ‘He 
had certainly worn the grey coat which was now produced. The 
collar of it had not been turned up. The coat was nearly new, 
and to the best of his belief the collar had never been turned up. 
He had carried the life-preserver now produced with him because 
it had once before t)een necessary for him to attack garotters in 
the street. The life-preserver had never been used, and, as it 
happened, was quite new. It had been bought about a month 
since, — in consequence of some commotion about garotters which 
had just then taken place. But before the purchase of the 
life-preserver he had been accustomed to carry some stick or 
bludgeon at night. Undoubtedly he had quarrelled with Mr. 
Bonteen before this occasion, and had bought this instrument 
•since the commencement of the quarrel. He had not seen 
any one on his way from the Square to his own house with suffi- 
cien#observation to enable him to describe such person. He 
could not remember that he^ had passed a j)oliceman on his way 
home. 

This took place after the hearing of such evidence as was then 
given. The statements made both by Erie and FitzGibbon as to 
what had taken place in the club, and afterwards at the door, 
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tallied exactly with tliat afterwards given by Phineas. An accurate 
measurement of the streets and ways concerned was already 
furnished. Taking the duration of time as surmised by Erie and 
EitzGibbon to have passed after they had turned |heir back upon 
Phineas, a constable proved that the prisoner would have had 
time to hurry back to the corner of the street he had passed, and 
to be in the j^lace where Lord Fawn saw the man, — supposing that 
I>ord Fawn had walked at the rate of three miles an hour, and 
that Phineas had walked or run at twice that pace. Lord Fawn 
stated that he was walking very slow, — less he thought than three 
miles an hour, and that the man was hurrying very fast, — not 
absolutely running, but going as he thought at quite double his 
own pace. Then two coats were shown to his lordship. Finn 
knew nothing of the other coat, — ^which had, in truth, been taken 
from the Rev. Mr. Emilius, — a rough, thick, brown coat, which 
had belonged to the preacher for the last two years. Finn^s coat 
was grey in colour. Lord Fawn looked at the coats very atten- 
tively, and then said that the man he had seen had certainly 
not worn the brown coat. The night had been dark, but still 
he ivas sure that the coat had been grey. I'he collar had cer- 
tainly been turned up. Then a tailor was produced who gave it as 
his opinion that Finn's coat had been lately worn with the collar 
raised. 

It was considered that the evidence given was sufficient to make 
a remand imperative, and Phineas Finn was committed to New- 
gate. He was assured that every attention should be paid to his 
comfort, and was treated with great consideration. Lord Cantrip, 
who still believed in him, discussed the subject both with the 
magistrate and with Major Mackintosh. Of course the strictest 
search would be made for a second Ufe-preserver, or any such 
weapon as might have been used. Search had already been made, 
and no such weapon had been as yet found. Emilius had never 
been seen with any such weapon. No one about Curzon Street or 
Mayfair could be found who had seen that man with the quick 
step and raised collar, who doubtless had been the murierer, 
except Lord Fawn, — so that no evidence was forthcoming tending 
to show that Phineas Ain could not have been that man. The 
evidence adduced to prove that Mr. Emilius, — or Mealyus, as he 
was henceforth called, — could not have been on the spot was so 
veiy strong, that the magistrate told the constables that that man 
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must be released pp the next examination unless something could 
be adduced against him. 

The magistrate, with the profoundest regret, was unable to agree 
with Lord Cantrip in his opinion that the evidence adduced was 
not sufficient to demand the temporary committal of Mr. Finn. 



CHAPTER X. 

WHAT THE LORDS AND COMMONS SAID ABOUT THE 

MURDER. 

When the House met on that Thursday at four o'clock every- 
body was talking about the murder, and certainly four-fifths of the 
members had made up their minds that Phineas Finn was the 
murderer. To have known a murdered man is something, but to 
have been intimate with a murderer is certainly much more. 
There were many there who were really sorry for poor Bonteen, — 
of whom without a doubt the end had come in a very horrible 
manner ; and there were more there who were personally fond of 
Phineas Finn, — to whom the future of the young member was 
very sad, and the fact that he should have become a murderer 
very awful. But, nevertheless, the occasion was not without its 
consolations. The business of the House is not always exciting, 
or even interesting. On this afternoon there was not a member 
who did not feel that something had occurred which added an 
interest to Parliamentary life. 

Very soon after prayers Mr. Gresham entered the House, and 
men who had hitherto been behaving themselves after a most un- 
parliamentary fashion, standing about in knots, talking by no 
means in whispers, moving in and out of the House rapidly, all 
crowded into their places. Whatever pffetence of business had 
been going on was stopped in a moment, and Mr. Gresham rose 
to make his statement. It was with the deepest regret, — ^nay, 
with the most profound sorrow, — that he was called upon to in- 
form the House that his right honourable friend and colleague 
Mr. Bonteen, had been basely and cruelly murdered during the 
past night.” It was odd then to see how the name of the man, 
who, while he^was alive and a member of tlj|it House, could not 
have been pronounced in that assembly without disorder, struck 
the members almost with dismay. “ Yes, his fnend Mr. Bonteen, 
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who had so lately filled the office of President of the Board of 
Trade, and whose loss the country and that House could so ill 
bear, had been beaten to death in one of the streets of the metro- 
polis by the arm of a dastardly ruffian during the silent watches of 
the night.^^ Then Mr. Gresham paused, and every one expected 
that some further statement would be made. “ He did not know 
that he had any further communication to make on the subject. 
Some little time must elapse before he could fill the office. As 
for adec^uately supplying the loss, that would be impossible. Mr. 
Bonteen’s services to the country, especially in reference to deci- 
mal coinage, were too well known to the House to allow of his 
holding out any such hope.’’ Then he sat down without having as 
yet made an allusion to Phineas Finn. 

But the allusion was soon made. Mr. Daubeny rose, and with 
much graceful and mysterious circumlocution asked the Prime 
Minister whether it was true that a member of the House had been 
arrested, and was now in confinement on the charge of having 
been concerned in the murder of the late much-lamented Presi- 
dent of the Board of Trade. He, — Mr. Daubeny, — had been given 
to understand that such a charge had been made against an hon- 
ourable member of that House who had once been a colleague of 
Mr. Bonteen’s, and who had always supported the right honour- 
able gentleman opposite. Then Mr. Gresham rose again. He 
regretted to say that the honourable member for Tankerville was 
in custody on that charge. The House would of course under- 
stand that he only made that statement as a fact, and that he was 
offering no opinion as to who was the perpetrator of the murder. 
The case seemed to be shrouded in great mystery. The two gen- 
tlemen had unfortunately differed, but he did not at all think that 
the House would on that account be disposed to attribute guilt so 
black and damning to a^ gentleman they had all known so well as 
the honourable member for Tankerville.” So much and no more 
was spoken publicly, to the reporters ; but members continued to 
talk about the affair the whole evening. 

There was nothing, perhaps, more astonishing than the absence 
of rancour or abhorrence with which the name of Phineas was 
mentioned, even by those* who felt most certain of his guilt. All 
those who had been present at the dub acknowledged that Bon- 
teen had been the sinner in reference to the transaction there ; 
and it was acknowledged to have been almost a public misfortune 



PHIN3EAS REDUX. 


78 

that such a man as Bonteen should have been able to prevail 
against such a one as Phineas Finn in regard to the presence df 
the latter in the Government. Stories which were exaggerated, 
accounts worse even than the truth, were bandied about as to the 
perseverance with which the murdered man had destroyed the 
prospects of the supposed murderer, and robbed the country of 
the services of a good workman. Mr. Gresham, in the ofhcial 
statement which he had made, had, as a matter of course, said 
many fine things about Mr. Bonteen. A man can always have 
fine things said about him for a few hours after his death. But in 
the small private conferences which were held the fine things said 
all referred to Phineas Finn. Mr. Gresham had spoken of a ^ 
** dastardly ruffian in the silent watches, but one would have 
almost thought from overhearing what was said by various gentle- 
men in different parts of the House that upon the whole Phineas 
Finn was thought to have done rather a good thing in putting 
poor Mr. Bonteen out of the way. 

And another pleasant feature of excifement was added by the 
prevalent idea that the Prince had seen and heard the row. 
Those who had been at the club at the time of course knew that 
this was not the case ; but the presence of the Prince at The 
Universe between the row and the murder had really been a fact, 
and therefore it was only natural that men should allow them- 
selves the delight of mixing the Prince with the whole concern. 

In remote circles the Prince was undoubtedly supposed to 
have had a great deal to do with the matter, though whether as 
abettor of the murdered or of the murderer was never plainly 
declared. A great deal was said about the Prince that evening in 
the House, so that many members were able to enjoy themselves 
thoroughly. 

“ What a Godsend for Gresham," said'^ one gentleman to Mr. 
Ratler very shortly after the strong eulogium which had been 
uttered on poor Mf, Bonteen by the Prime Minister. • 

“ Well, — yes ; I was afraid that the poor fellow would never 
have got on with us.” 

‘' Got on ! He’d have been a thorn in Gresham’s side as long 
as he held office. If Finn should be acquitted, you ought to do 
something handsome for him.” Whereupon Mr, Ratler laughed 
heartily, * 

“It will pretty nearly break them up,” said Sir Orlando 
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Drought, one of Mr. Dauben/s late Secretaries of State to Mr. 
Roby, Mr. Daubeny^s late patronage secretary. 

^ I don’t quite see that. They’ll be able to drop their decimal 
coinage with a good excuse, and that will be a great comfort 
They are talking of getting Monk to go back to the Board of 
Trade.” 

Will that strengthen them ? ” 

‘‘Bonteen would have weakened them. The man had got 
beyond himself, and lost his head. They are better without 
him.” 

‘‘I suppose Finn did it?” asked Sir Orlando. 

Not a doubt about it, I’m told. The queer thing is that he 
“should have declared his purpose beforehand to Erie. Gresham 
says that all that must have been part of his plan , — so as to make 
men think afterwards that he couldn’t have done it. Grogram’s 
idea is that he had planned the murder before he went to the 
club.” 

‘‘ Will the Prince have to give evidence ? ” 

No, no,” said LIr. Roby. That’s all wrong. The Prince 
had left the club before the row commenced. Confucius Putt 
says that the Prince didn’t hear a word of it. He was talking to 
the Prince all the time.” Confucius Putt was the distinguished 
artist with whom the Prince had shaken hands on leaving the 
club. 

Lord Drummond was in the Peers’ Gallery, and Mr. Boffin was 
talking to him over the railings. It may be remembered that those 
two gentlemen had conscientiously left Mr. Daubeny’s Cabinet 
because they had been unable to support him in his views about 
the Church. After such sacrifice on their parts their minds were 
of courlfe intent on Church matters. There doesn’t seem to be 
a doubt about it.” said Mr. Boffin. 

“ Cantrip won’t believe it,” said the peer. 

“ He was at the Colonies with Cantrip, and Cantrip found him 
very agreeable. Everybody says that he was one of the pleasantest 
fellows going. This makes* it out of the question that they should* 
, bring in any Church bill this Session.” 

Do you think so ? ” 

Oh yes certainly. There will be nothing else thought of 
now till the trial” 

** So much the better,” said his Lordship. It’s an ill wind that 
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bhm no one any good. Will they have evidence for a con- 

victiou?” 

0\\ deal yes \ not a doubt about it. Fawn can Swear to liiiit/ 
said Mr. Boffin. 

Barrington Erie was telling his story for the tenth time when he 
was summoned out of the Library to the Duchess of Omnium, 
who had made her way up into the lobby. “ Oh, Mr. Erie, do 
tell me what you really think,” said tlie Duchess. 

That is just what I can’t do.” 

^^Why not?” 

“ Because I don’t know what to think.” 

He can’t have done it, Mr. Erie.” 

** That’s just what I say to myself, Duchess.” 

But they do say that the evidence is so very strong against 
him.” 

Very strong.” 

I wish we could get that Lord Fawn out of the way.” 

Ah ; — ^but we can’t.” 

“ And will they~hang him ? ” 

“ If they convict him, they will.” 

A man we all knew so well I And just when we had made up 
our minds to do everything for him. Do you know I’m not a bit 
surprised. I’ve felt before now as though I should like to have 
done it myself.” 

He could be very nasty. Duchess ! ” 

I did so hate that man. But I’d give, — oh, I don’t know 
what I’d give to bring him to life again this minute. What will 
Lady Laura do?” In answer to this, Barrington Erie only 
shrugged his shoulders. I^ady Laura was his cousin. We 
mustn’t give him up, you know, Mr. Erie.” 

“ What can we do ? ” 

“ Surely we can do something. Can’t we get it in the papers 
that he must be innocent, — so that everybody should be* made 
to think so ? And if we could get hold of the lawyers, and make 
♦ them not want to — to destroy him ! There’s nothing I wouldn’t 
do. There’s no getting hold of a judge, I know.” 

No, Duchess. The judges are st»ne,” 

Not that they are a bit better than anybody else, — only they 
like to be safe.” 

“ They do like to be safe.” 
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I’m sure we could do it if we put our shoulders to the wheel. 

I don’t believe, you know, for a moment that he murdered him. 

It was done by Lizzie Eustace’s Jew.” 

“ It will be sifted, of course.” 

But what’s the use of sifting if Mr. Finn is to be hung while 
it’s being done? I don't think anything of the police. Do you 
remember how they bungled about that woman's necklace ? I 
don’t mean to give him up, Mr. Erie ; and I expect you to help 
me.” Tljen the Duchess returned home, and, as we know, found 
Madame Goesler at her house. 

Nothing whatever was done that night either in the Lords or 
Commons. A “ statement ” about Mr. Bonteen was made in the 
Upper as well as in the Lcfwer House, and after that statement any 
real work was out of the question. Had Mr. Bonteen absolutely 
been Chancellor of the Exchequer, and in the Cabinet when he was 
murdered, and had Phineas Finn been once more an Undcr-Se- 
cretary of State, the commotion and excitement could hardly have 
been greater. Even the Duke of St. Bungay had visited the spot, 
— well known to him, as there the urban domains meet of two 
great Whig peers, with whom and whose predecessors he had long 
been familiar. He also had known Phineas Finn, and not long since 
had said civil words to him and of him. He, too, had, of late days, 
especially disliked Mr. Bonteen, and had almost insisted that the 
man now murdered should not be admitted into the Cabinet. He 
had heard what was the nature of the evidence ; — ^liad heard of 
the quarrel, the life-preserver, and the grey coat. ‘‘ I suppose he 
must have done it,” said the Duke of St. Bungay to himself as 
he walked aw^ay up Hay Hill. 
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CHAPTER XI. 


YOU THINK IT SHAMEFUL. 

The tidings of what had taken place first reached Lady Laura 
Kennedy from her brother on his return to Portman Square after 
the scene in the police court. The object of his visit to Finn^s 
lodgings has been exj^lained, but the nature of Lady Laura’s 
vehemence in urging upon her brother the performance of a very 
disagreeable task has not been sufficiently described. No brother 
would willingly go on such a mission from a married sister to a 
man who had been publicly named as that sister’s lover ; — and no 
Ijrother could be less likely to do so than Lord Chiltern. But 
Lady Laura had been very stout in her arguments, and very strong- 
willed in her purpose. The income arising from this money, — 
wdiich had been absolutely her own, — ^would again be exclusively 
her own should the claim to it on behalf of her husband’s estate 
,.be abandoned. Surely she might do what she liked with her own. 
If her brother would not assist her in making this arrangement, it 
must be done by other means. She was quite willing that it should 
appear to come to Mr. Finn from her father and not from herself. 
Did her brother think any ill of her ? Did he believe in the 
calumnies of the newspapers ? Did he or his wife for a moment 
conceive that she had a lover ? Wheia he looked at her, worn 
. out, withered, an old woman before her time, was it possible that 
he should so believe ? She herself asked him these questions. 
Lord Chiltern of course declared that he had no suspicion of the 
kind. No ; — indeed,” said Lady Laura. “ I defy any one to 
suspect me who knows me. And if so, Avhy am not I as much 
entitled to help a friend as you might be ? You need not even 
mention my name.” He endeavoured to make her understand 
that her name wou^d be mentioned, and others would believe and 
would say evil things. “ They cannot say worse than they have 
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said,” she continued. And yet what harm have they done to 
me, — or you?” Then he demanded why she desired to go so far 
out of her way with the view of spending her money upon one 
who was ' in no way connected with her. Because I like him 
better than any one else,” she answered, boldly. “ There is very 
little left for which I care at all ; — ^but I do care for his prosperity* 
He was once in love with me and told me so, — ^but I had chosen 
o give my hand to Mr. Kennedy. He is not in love with me 
now, — nor I with him ; but I choose to regard him as my friend.” 
He assured her over and over again ^that Phineas Finn would 
certainly refuse to touch her money ; — but this she declined to 
believe. At any rate the trial might be made. He would not 
refuse money left to him by will, and why should he not now enjoy 
that which was intended for him ? Then she explained how certain 
it was that he must speedily vanish out of the world altogether, 
unless some assurance of an income were made to him. So 
Lord Chiltern went on his mission, hardly meaning* to make 
the offer, and confident that it would be refused if made. We 
know the nature of the new trouble in which he found 
Phineas Finn enveloped. It was such that Lord Chiltern did 
not open his mouth about money, and now, having witnessed 
tlic scene at the police office, he had come back to tell his 
talc to his sister. She was sitting with his wife when he entered 
the room. 

‘‘ Have you heard anything ?” he asked at once. 

Heard what ?” said his wife. 

Then you have not heard it. A man has been murdered.” 

What man ?” said Lady Laura, jumping suddenly from her 
seat. Not Robert !” Lord Chiltern shook his head. You 
do not mean that Mr. Finn has been — L_killed !” Again he shook 
his head ; and then she sat down as though the asking of the two 
questions had exhausted her. 

Speak, Oswald,’®^ said his wife. “Why do you not tell us? Is 
it one whom we knew' ?” 

“ I think that I.aura used to know him. Mr. Bonteen was 
murdered last night in the streets.” 

“ Mr. Bonteen ! The nian who was Mr. Finn's enemy,” said 
Lady Chiltern. 

Mr. Bonteen I” said Lady Laura, as though the murder of twenty 
Mr. Bonteens were nothing to her. 
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Yes the man whom you talk of as Finn’s enemy. It would 
be better if there were no ^ch talk." 

** And who killed him ?" said Lady Laura, again getting up and 
coming close to her brother. 

“ Who was it, Oswald ?" asked his wife ; and she j^so was now 
too deeply interested to keep her seat. 

“ They have arrested two men," said Lord Chiltern ; — that 

Jew who married Lady Eustace, and But there he paused. 

He had determined before hand that he would tell his sister the 
double arrest that the doul^ this implied might lessen the weight 
of the blow ; but now he found it almost impossible to mention 
the name. 

“ Who is the other, Oswald ?” said his wife. 

“Not Phineas," screamed Lady Laura. 

“ Yes, indeed ; they have arrested him, and I have just come 
from the court." He had no time to go on, for his sister was 
crouching prostrate on the floor before him. She had not fainted. 
Women do not faint under such shocks. But in her agony she 
had crouched down rather than fallen, as though it were vain to 
attempt to stand upright with so crushing a weight of sorrow on 
her back. She uttered one loud shriek, and then coyering her face 
with her hands burst out into a wail of sobs. Lady Chiltern and 
her brother both tried to raise her, but she would not be lifted. 
“ VvTiy will you not hear me through, Laura ?" said he. 

“You do not think he did it?" said his wife. 

“ I’m sure he did not," replied Lord Chiltern. 

The poor woman, half-lying, half-seated, on the floor, still hiding 
her face with her hands, still bursting with half suppressed sobs, 
heard and understood both the question and the answer. But the 
fact was not altered to her, — ^nor the condition of the man she 
loved. She had not yet begun to think whether it were possible 
that he should have been guilty of such a crime. She had heard 
none of the circumstances, and .knew nothing of the manner of the 
man’s death. It might be that Phineas had killed the man, 
bringing himself within the reach of the law, and that yet he 
should have done nothing to merit her reproaches ; — hardly even 
her reprobation 1 Hitherto she felt only the sorrow, the annihila- 
tion of the blow;-j-but not the shame with which it would 
overwhelm the man for whom she so much coveted the good 
opinion of the world. 



YOU THINK IT SHAMEFUL. 


SS 


You hear what he says, Laura." 

They are determined to destroy him," she sobbed out, through 
her tears. 

^‘They are not determined to destroy him at all," said 
Lord Chikern. ^‘It will have to go by evidence. You had 
better sit up and let me tell you all. I will tell you nothing 
till you are seated again. You disgrace yourself by sprawling 
there." 

Do not be hard to her, Oswald." 

“ I am disgraced," said Lady Laura, slowly rising and placing 
herself again on the sofa. “ If there is anything more to tell, you 
can tell it. I do not care what happens to me now, or who knows 
it. They cannot make my life worse than it is." 

Then he told all the story, — of the quarrel, and the position 
of the streets, of the coat, and the bludgeon, and the three blows, 
each on the head, by which the man had been killed. And he 
told them also how the Jew was said never to have been out of 
his bed, and how the Jew’s coat was not the coat Lord Fawn had 
seen, and how no stain of blood had been found about the raiment 
of either of the men. ‘Tt was the Jew who did it, Oswald, surely," 
said Lady Chi^tern. 

‘^It was not Pliineas Finn who did it," he replied. 

And they will let him go again ?" 

They will let him go when they find out the truth, I suppose. 
But those fellows blunder so, I would never trust them. He will 
get some shafp lawyer to look into it ; and then perhaps every- 
thing will come out. I shall go and see him to-morrow. But 
there is nothing further to be done." 

“ And I must see him," said I^dy Laura slowly. 

Lady Chiltern looked at her husband, and his face became 
redder than usual with an angry flush. When his sister had 
pressed him to take her message about the money, he had assured 
her that he suspected her of no evil. Nor had he ever thought 
evil of her. Since her marriage with Mr. Kennedy, he had seen 
but little of her or of her ways of life. When she had separated 
herself from her husband he had approved of the separation, and 
had even offered to assi^ her should she be in difficulty. AVhile 
she had been living a sad lonely life at Dresden, he had simply 
pitied her, declaring to himself and his wiVe that her lot in life 
liad been very hard. When these calumnies about her and Phineas 
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Finn had reached his ears, — or his eyes,— as such calumnies 
always will reach the ears and eyes of those whom they are most 
capable of hurting, he had simply felt a desire to crush some 
Quintus Slide, or the like, into powder for the offence. He had 
received Phineas in his own house with all his old friendship. He 
had even this moniing been with the accused man as almost his 
closest friend. But, nevertheless, there was creeping intp his 
heart a sense of the shame with which he would be afflicted^ 
should the world really be taught to believe that the man had 
been his sisteris lover. Lady Lauras distress on the present occa- 
sion was such as a wife might show, or a girl weeping for her 
lover, or a mother for her son, or a sister for a brother ; but was 
extravagant and exaggerated in regard to such friendship as 
might be presumed to exist between the wife of Mr. Robert 
Kennedy and the member for Tankerville. He could see that 
his wife felt this as he did, and he thought it necessaiy to say 
something at once, that might force his sister to moderate 
at any rate her language, if not her feelings. ' Two expressions of 
face were natural to him ; one eloquent of good humour, in 
which the reader of countenances would find some promise of 
coming frolic; — and the other, replete with anger, sometimes 
to the extent almost of savagery. All those who were de- 
pendent on him were wont to watch his face with care d!hd 
sometimes with fear. When he was angry*it would almost seem 
that he was about to use personal violence on the object of 
his VTath. At the present moment he was iftther grieved 
than enraged ; but there came over his face that look of wrath 
with which all who knew him were so well acquainted. “ You 
cannot see him,'' he said. 

Why not I, as well as you ?" 

** If you do not understand, I cannot tell you. But you must 
not see him ; — ^and you shall not." 

Who will hinder me ?" 

If you put me to it, I will see that you are hindered. What 
is the man to you that you should run the risk of evil tongues, for 
the sake of visiting him in gaol? You cannot save his life, — 
though it may be that you might endanger it." 

‘‘ Oswald," she said very slowly, I do not know that I am in 
any way under your charge, or bound to submit to your orders." 

“ You are my sister." * 
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And I have loved you as a sister. How should it be possible 
that my seeing him should endanger his life 

It will make people think that the things are true which have 
been said.” 

And will they hang him because I love him ? I do love him. 
Violet knows how well I have always loved him ? Lord Chiltem 
turned his angry face upon his wife. Lady Chiltern put her arm 
round her sister-in-law’s waist, and whispered some words into her 
ear. ^'JVhatis that tome?” continued the half-frantic woman. 
“ I do love him. I have always loved him. I shall love him to 
the end. He is all my life to me.” 

Shame should prevent your telling it,” said Lord Chiltem. 

I feel no shame. There is no disgrace in love. I did disgrace 
myself when I gave the hand for which he asked to another man, 

because, — because ” But she was too noble to tell her 

brother even then that at the moment of her life to which she 
was alluding she had married the rich man, rejecting the poor 
man’s hand, because she had given up all her fortune to the pay- 
ment of her brother’s debts. And he, though he had well-known 
what he had owed to her, and had never been easy till he had 
paid the debt, remembered nothing of all this how. No lending 
and paying back of money could alter the nature either of his 
feelings or his duty in such an emergency as this. “ And, mind 
you,” she continued, turning to her sister-in-law, “ there is no place 
for the shame of which he is thinking^” and she pointed her finger 
out at her brother. “ I love him, — ^as a mother might love her 
child, I fancy ; but he has no love for me ; none ; — ^none. When 
I am with him, I am only a trouble to him. He comes to me, 
because he is good 3 but he would sooner be with you. He did 
love me once ; — but thei\ I could not afford to be so loved.” 

“ You can do no good by seeing him,” said her brother. 

“ But I will see him. You need not scowl at me as though you 
wished to strike me. I have gone through that which makes me 
different from other women, and I care not what they say of me. 
Violet understands it all ; — but you understand nothing.” 

‘‘Be calm, Laura,” said her sister-in-law, “and Oswald will do 
all that can be done.” 

“ But they will hang him.” ^ 

“ Nonsense I ” said her brother. “ He has not been as yet com- 
mitted for his trial. Heaven knows how much has to be done. 
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It is as likely as not tliat in three days' time he will be out at large> 
and all the world will be running after him just because he has 
been in Newgate.” 

“ But who will look after him ? ” 

He has plenty of friends. I will see that he is not left with- 
out everything that he wants.” 

But he will want money.” 

He has plenty of money for that. Do you take it quietly, 
and not make a fool of yourself. If the worst comes to the 

worst 

Oh, heavens 1 ” 

“ Listen to me, if you can listen. Should the worst come to 
the worst, which I believe to be altogether impossible, — ^mind, I 
think it next to impossible, for I have never for a moment believed 
him to be guilty, — ^we will, — ^visit him, — together. Good-bye 
now. I am going to see that friend of his, Mr. Low.” So saying 
Lord Chiltern went, leaving the two women together. 

Why should he be so savage with me ? ” said Lady Laura. 

‘‘ He does not mean to be savage.” 

‘‘ Does he speak to you like that ? What right has he to tell 
me of shame ? Has my life been so bad, and his so good ? Do 
you think it shameful that I should love this man ? ” She sat 
looking into her friend's face, but her friend for a while hesitated 
to answer. ‘‘You shall tell me, Violet. We have known each 
other so well that I can be^r to be told by you. Do not you love 
him?” 

“ I love him ! — certainly not.” 

“ But you did.” 

“ Not as you mean. Who can define love, and say what it is ? 
There are so many kinds of love. V^e say that we love the 
Queen.” 

“ Psha ! ” 

“ And we are to love all our neighbours. But as men and 
women talk of love, I never at any moment of my life loved apy 
man but my husband. Mr. Finn was a great favourite with me, — 
always,” 

“ Indeed he was.” 

“As any other miin might be, — or any woman. He is so still, 

and with all my heart I hope that this may be untrue.” 

“ It is false as the Devil. It must be false. Can you think of 
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the man, — his sweetness, the gentle nature of him, his open, 
free speech, and courage, and believe that he would go be- 
hind his enemy and knock his brains out in the dark. I can 
conceive it myself, that I ~ should do it, much easier than of 
him.” 

Oswald says it is false.” 

“ But he says it as partly believing that it is true. If it be true 
I will hang myself. There will be nothing left among men or 
women fif to live for. You think it shameful that I should love 
him.” 

‘‘ I have not said so.” 

“ But you do.” 

I think there is cause for shame in your confessing it.” 

“ I do confess it.” 

“ You ask me, and press me, and because we have loved one 
another so well I must answer you. If a woman, — a married 
woman, — ^be oppressed by such a feeling, she should lay it down at 
the bottom of her heart, out of sight, never mentioning it, even 
to herself.” 

You talk of the heart as though we could control it.” 

“ The heart will follow the thoughts, and they may be con- 
trolled. I am not passionate, perhaps, as you are, and I think I 
can control my heart. But my fortune has been kind to me, and 
I have never been tempted. Laura^ do not think I am preaching 
to you.” 

“ Oh no ; — ^but your husband ; think of him, and think of 
mine I You have babies.” 

“ May God make me thankful. I have every good thing on 
earth that God can give.” 

And what have I To see that man prosper in life, 
who they tell me is a murderer; that man who is now in 
a felon’s gaol, — ^whom they will hang for ought we know, — to 
see him go forward and justify my thoughts of him ! that 
yesterday was all I had. To day I have nothing, — except 
the shame with which you and Oswald say that I have covered 
myself.” 

“ Laura, I have nev^r sifid so.” 

“ I saw it in your eye when he accused me. And I know that 
it is shameful. I do know that I am covered with shame. But I 
can bear my own disgrace better than his danger.” After a long 
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pause, — 3L silence of probably some fifteen minutes, — she spoke 
again. If Robert should die, — ^what would happen then ? 

It would be — ^a release, I suppose,” said Lady Chiltem in a 
voice so low, that it was almost a whisper. 

A release indeed ; — and I would become that man’s wife the 
next day, at the foot of the gallows ; — if he would have me. But 
he would not have me.” 



CHAPTER XIL 


MR. KENNEDY’S WILL. 

Mr. Kennedy had fired a pistol at Phineas Finn in Mac- 
pherson's Hotel with the manifest intention of blowing out the 
brains of his presumed enemy, and no public notice had been 
taken of* the occurrence. Phineas himself had been only too 
willing to pass the thing by as a trifling accident, if he might be 
allowed to do so, and the Macphersons had been by far too true 
to their great friend to think of giving him in charge to the police. 
The affair had been talked about, and had come to the knowledge 
of reporters and editors. Most of the newspapers had contained 
paragraphs giving various accounts of the matter ; and one or two 
had followed the example of The People^s Banner in demanding 
that the police should investigate the matter. But the matter had 
not been investigated. The police were supposed to know nothing 
about it, — as how should they, no one having seen or heard the 
shot but they who were determined to be silent? Mr. Quintus 
Slide had been indignant all in vain, so far as Mr. Kennedy and 
his offence had been concerned. As soon as the pistol had been 
fired and Phineas had escaped from the room, the unfortunate 
man had sunk back in his chair, conscious of what he had done, 
knowing that he had made himself subject to the law, and expect- 
ing every minute that constables would enter the room to seize 
him. He had seen his enem/s hat lying on the floor, and, when 
nobody would come to fetch it, had thrown it down the stairs. 
After that he had sat waiting for the police, with the pistol, still 
loaded in every barrel but one, lying by his side* — hardly repent- 
ing the attempt, but trembling for the result, — till Maepherson, 
the landlord, who had been -brought home from chapel, knocked 
at his door. There wIPvery little said between them ; and no 
positive allusion was made to the shot that hlid been fired ; but 
Maepherson succeeded in getting the pistol into his possession, — 
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as to which the unfortunate man put no impediment in his way, 
and he managed to have it understood that Mr. Kennedy's cousin 
should be summoned on the following morning. “ Is anybody 
else coming ? " Robert Kennedy asked, when the landlord was 
about to leave the room. Naebody as I ken o', yet, laird," said 
Macpherson, but likes they will." Nobody, however, did come, 
and the laird " had spent the evening by himself in very wretched 
solitude. 

On the following day the cousin had come, and to him the 
whole story was told. After that no difficulty was found in taking 
the miserable man back to Lough Linter, and there he had been for 
the last two months in the custody of his more wretched mother 
and of his cousin. No legal steps had been taken to deprive him 
of the management either of himself or of his property, — 
so that he was in tnith his own master. And he exercised *his 
mastery in acts of petty tyranny about his domain, becoming more 
and more close-fisted in regard to money, and desirous, as it 
appeared, of starving all living things about the place, — cattle, 
sheep, and horses, so that the value of their food might be saved. 
But every member of the establishment knew that the laird 
was “nae just himself," and consequently his orders were not 
obeyed. And the laird knew the same of himself, and, though 
he would give the orders not only resolutely, but with imperious 
threats of penalties to follow disobedience, still he did not seem 
to expect compliance. While he was in this state letters addressed 
to him came for a while into his own hands, and thus more than 
one reached him from Lord Brentford's lawyer, demanding that 
restitution should be made of the interest arising from I^ady 
Laura's fortune. Then he would fly out into bitter wrath, calling 
his wife foul names, and swearing that she should never have a 
farthing of his money to spend upon her paramour. Of course it 
was his money, and his only. All the world knew that. Had she 
not left his roof, breaking her marriage vows, throwing asMe every 
duty, and bringing him down to his present state of abject misery? 
Her own fortune I If she wanted the interest of her wretched 
money, let her come to Lough Linter and receive it there. In 
spite of all her wickedness, her ciuelt^ her misconduct, which 
had brought him, - -as he i^ow said, — to me verge of the grave, he 
would still give her shelter and room for repentance. He recog- 
nised his vows, though she did not. She should still be his wife. 
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thottgh she had utterly disgraced both herself and him. She 
should still be his wife, though she had so lived as to make it 
impossible that there should be any happiness in their household. 

It was thus he spoke when first one and then another letter 
came from the EarFs lawyer, pointing out to him the injustice to 
which Lady Laura was subjected by the loss of her fortune. 
No doubt these letters would not have been written in the line 
assumed had not Mr. Kennedy proved himself to be unfit to 
have the custody of his wife by attempting to shoot the man 
whom he accused of being his wife's lover. An act had been 
done, said the lawyer, which made it quite out of the question 
that Lady Laura should return to her husband. To this, when 
sjoeaking of the matter to those around him, — which he did with an 
energy which seemed to be foreign to his character, — Mr. Kennedy 
made no direct allusion ; but he swore most positively that not a 
shilling should be given up. The fear of policemen coming down 
to Lough Linter to take account of that angry shot had past 
away ; and, though he knew, with an uncertain knowledge, that he 
was not in all respects obeyed as he used to be, — that his orders 
were disobeyed by stewards and servants, in spite of his threats 
of dismissal, — he still felt that he was sufficiently his own master to 
defy the EarFs attorney and to maintain his claim upon his wife's 
person. Let her return to him first of all ! 

But after a while the cousin interfered still further ; and Robert 
Kennedy, who so short a time since had been a member of the 
Government, graced by permission to sit in the Cabinet, was not 
allowed to open his own post-bag. He had written a letter to 
one person, and then again to another, which had induced those 
who received them to return answers to the cousin. To Lord 
Brentford's lawyer he had^used a few very strong words. Mr. 
Forster had replied to the cousin, stating how grieved Lord 
Brentford would be, how much grieved would be Lady Laura, to 
find thefiiselves driven to take steps in reference to what they 
conceived to be the unfortunate condition of Mr, Robert 
Kennedy ; but that such steps must be taken unless some arrange- 
ment could be made which should be at> any rate reasonable. 
Then Mr. Kennedy's post-bag was taken from him j the letters 
which he wrote were not sent ; — and he took V his bed. It was 
during this condition of affairs that the cousin took upon himself 
to intimate to Mr. Forster that the managers of Mr. Kennedy's 
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esUt^ wer^ by no means anxious of embarrassing their own duty 
by so trumpery an additional matter as the income derived from 
Lady Laura's forty thousand pounds. 

But things were in a terrible confusion at Lough Linten Rents 
were paid as heretofore on receipts given by Robert Kenned/s 
agent ; but the agent cOuld only pay the * money to Robert 
Kennedy's credit at his bank. Robert Kennedy's cheques would, 
no doubt, have drawn the money out again ; — ^but it was almost 
impossible to induce Robert Kennedy to sign a cheque. Even in 
bed he inquired daily about his money, and knew accurately the 
sum lying at his banker's ; but he could be persuaded to disgorge 
nothing. He postponed from day to day the signing of certain 
cheques that were brought to him, and alleged very freely that an 
attempt was being made to rob him. During all his life he had 
been very generous in subscribing to public charities ; but now he 
stopped all his subscriptions. The cousin had to provide even 
for the payment of wages, and things went very badly at Lough 
Linter. Then there arose the question whether legal steps should 
be taken for placing the management of the estate in other hands, 
on the ground of the owner's insanity. But the wretched 
old mother begged that this might not be done; — and Dr. 
Macnuthrie, from Callender, was of opinion that no stci)s should 
be taken at present. Mr. Kennedy was very ill, — very ill indeed ; 
would take no nourishment, and seemed to be sinking under the 
pressure of his misfortunes. Any steps such as those suggested 
would probably send their friend out of the world at once. 

In fact Robert Kennedy w;as dying ; — and in the first week of 
May, when the beauty of the spring was beginning to show itself 
on the braes of Lough Linter, he did die. The old woman, his 
mother, was seated by his bed side, and into her ears he mur- 
mured his last w^ailing complaint. “ If she had the fear of Cod 
before her eyes, she would come back to me." “ Let us pray that 
He may soften her heart," said the old lady. “ Eh, mo'ther ; — 
nothing can soften the heart Satan has hardened, till it be hard as 
the nether mill stone." And in that faith he died, believing, as he 
had ever believed, that the spirit of evil was stronger than the 
spirit of good. 

For some time prSt there had been purturbation in the mind of 
that cousin, and of all other Kennedy s of that ilk, as to the nature 
of the will of the head of the family. It was feared lest he should 
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have been generous to the wife who was believed by them all to 
have been so wicked and treacherous to her husband ; — ^and so it 
was found to be when the will was read. During the last few 
months no one near him had dared to speak tb him of his will, 
for it had been known that his condition of mind rendered him 
unfit to alter it ; nor had he ever alluded to it himself. As a 
matter of course there had been a settlement, and it was supposed 
that Lady Laura's own money would revert to her ; but when it 
was found that in addition to this the Lough Linter estate became 
hers for life, in the event of Mr. Kennedy dying without a child, 
there was great consternation among the Kennedys generally. 
There were but two or three of them concerned, and for those 
there was money enough ; but it seemed to them now that the 
bad wife, who had utterly refused to acclimatise herself to the soil 
to which she had been transplanted, was to be rewarded for her 
wicked stubbornness. Lady Laura would become mistress of her 
own fortune and of all Lough Linter, and would be once more a 
free woman, with all the power that wealth and fashion can give. 
Alas, alas ! it was too late now for the taking of any steps to 
sever her from her rich inheritance ! And the false harlot will 
come and play havoc here, in my son's mansion," said the old 
wohian witli extremest bitterness. 

The tidings were conveyed to Lady Laura through her lawyer, 
but did not reach her in full till some eight or ten days after the 
news of her husband's death. The telegram announcing that 
event had come to her at her father's house in Portman Square, on 
the day after that on which Phineas had been arrested, and the 
Earl had of course known that his great longing for the recovery 
of his Avife’s fortune had been now realised. To him there was 
no sorroAv in the news. He had only known Robert Kennedy as 
one who had been thoroiigirly disagreeable to himself, and who 
had persecuted his daughter throughout their married life. There 
had come no happiness, — ^not even prosperity, — through the 
marriage. His daughter had been forced to leave the man's 
house, — and had been forced also to leave her money behind her. 
Then she had been driven abroad, fearing- persecution, and had 
only dared to return when the man's madnes. became so notorious 
as to ^nul his power of annoying her. Now b>^his death, a portion 
of the injury which he had inflicted on the great family of Standish 
would be remedied. The money would come back, — together 
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with the stipulated jointure, — ^and there could no longer be any 
question of return. The news delighted the old Lord, — ^and he 
was almost angry with his daughter because she also would not 
confess her delight.^ 

Oh, Papa, he was my husband.” 

“Yes, yes, no doubt. I was always against it, you will 
remember.” 

“ Pray do not talk in that way now, Papa. I know that I was 
not to him what I should have been.” 

“ You used to say it was all his fault.” • 

“ We will not talk of it now, Papa. He is gone, and I remember 
his past goodness to me.” 

She clothed herself in the deepest of mourning, and made 
herself a thing of sorrow by the sacrificial uncoiithness of her 
garments. And she tried to think of him ; — to think of him, and 
not to think of Phineas Finn. She remembered with real sorrow 
the words she had spoken to her sister-in-law, in which she had 
declared, while still the wife of another man, that she would* 
willingly marry Phineas at the foot even of the gallows if she 
were free. She was free now; but she did not repeat her assertion. 
It was impossible not to think of Phineas in his present strait, 
but she abstained from speaking of him as far as she could, and 
for the present never alluded to her former purpose of visiting 
him in his prison. 

From day to day, for the first few days of her widowhood, she 
heard what was going on. The evidence against him became 
stronger and stronger, whereas the other man, Yosef Mealyus, 
had been already liberated. There were still many who felt sure 
that Mealyus had been the murderer, among whom where Ml those 
who had been ranked among the staunch triends of our hero. The 
Chilterns so believed, and Lady Laura • the Duchess so believed, 
and Madame Goesler. Mr. Low felt sure of it, and Mr. Monk 
and Lord Cantrip; and nobody was more sure than Mrs. Bunce. 
There were many who professed that they doubted ; men such as 
Barrington Erie, Laurence FitzGibbon, the two Dukes, — though 
the younger Duke neyer expressed such doubt at home, — and 
Mr. Gresham himself Indeed, the* feeling of Parliament in 
general was one of ^reat doubt. Mr. Daubeny never ex]g|jessed 
an opinion one way or the other, feeling that the fate of two 
second<lass Liberals could not be matter of concern to him ; — 
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but Sir Orlando Drought, and Mr. Roby, and Mr. Boffin, were as 
eag^r as though they had not been Conservatives, and were full of 
doubt. Surely, if Phineas Finn were not the murderer, he had 
been more ill-used by Fate thin had been any man since Fate 
first began to be unjust. But there was also a very strong party 
by whom no doubt whatever was entertained as to his guilt, — at 
the head of which, as in duty bound, was the poor widow, Mrs. 
Bonteen. She had no doubt as to the hand by which her husband 
had fallen, jind clamoured loudly for the vengeance of the law. 
All the world; she said, knew how bitter against her husband had 
been this wretch, whose villainy had been exposed by her dear, 
gracious lord ; and now the evidence against him was, to her 
thinking, comtDlete. She was suj sported strongly by Lady Eustace, 
who, much as she wished not to be the wife of the Boliemian Jew, 
thought even that preferable to being known as the widow of a 
murderer who had been hung. Mr. Ratler, with one or two others 
in the House, was certain of Finn's guilt. The People's Banner, 
thoiigii it prefaced each one of its daily paragraphs on the subject 
with a statement as to the manifest duly of an influential news- 
paper to abstain from tlie expression of any opinion on such a 
subject till the question had been decided by a jury, nevertheless 
from day to day recai)itulated the evidence against the Member 
for Tankerville, and showed how strong were the motives which 
had existed for such a deed. But, among those who were sure of 
Finn's guilt, there was no one more sure than Lord Fawn, who 
had seen the coat and the height of the man, — and the step. 
He declared among his intimate friends that of course he could 
not swear to the person. He could not venture when upon his 
oath to give an opinion. But the man who had passed him at so 
quick a pace had been haif a foot higher than Mealyus ; — of 
that there could be no coubt. Nor could there be any doubt as 
to the grey coat. Of course there might be other men with grey 
coats besides Mr. Phineas Finn, — and other men half a foot 
taller than Yosef Mealyus. And there might be other men with 
that peculiarly energetic step. And the man who hurried by him 
might not have been the man who murdered Mr. Bonteen. Of 
all that Lord Fawn could say nothing. But wh.it he did say, — of 
that he%as sure. And all those who knew him were well aware 
that in his own mind he was convinced of the guilt of Phineas 
Finn, And there was another man equally convinced. Mr, 
VOL. II. , H 
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Maule, Senior, remembered well the manner in which Madame 
Goesler spoke of Phineas Finn in reference to the murder, and 
was quite sure that Phineas was the murderer. 

For a couple of days Lord Chiltem was constantly with the 
poor prisoner, but after that he was obliged to return to Harring- 
ton Hall. This he did a day after the news arrived of the death 
of his brother-in-law. Both he and Lady Chiltern had promised 
to return home, having left Adelaide Palliser alone in the house, 
and already they had overstayed their time. “ Of course I will 
remain with you,’^ Lady Chiltern had said to her sister-in-law ; 
but tlie widow had preferred to be left alone. For these first few 
days, — when she must make pretence of sorrow because her hus- 
band had died ; and had such real cause for sorrow in the miserable 
condition of the man she loved, — she preferred to be alone. Who 
could sympathise with her now, or with whom could she speak of 
her grief? Her father was talking to her always of her money ; — 
but from him she could endure it. She was used to him, and 
could remember when he spoke to her of her forty thousand 
pounds, and of her twelve hundred a year of jointure, that it had 
not always been witji him like that. As yet nothing had been 
heard of the will, and the Earl did not in thp least anticipate any 
further accession of wealth from the estate of the man whom they 
had all hated. But his daughter would now be a rich woman ; 
and was yet young, and tliere might still be sifiendour. “ I sup- 
pose you won’t care to buy land,” he said. 

Oh, Papa, do not talk' of buying anything yet.” 

But, my dear Laura, you must put your money into something. 
You can get very nearly 5 per cent, from Indian Stock.” 

Not yet. Papa,” she said. But he proceeded to explain to her 
how very important an affair money is, and that persons who have 
got money cannot be excused for not considering what they had 
better do with it. No doubt she could get 4 per cenjt. on her 
money by buying up certain existing mortgages on the Saulsby 
property, — which would no doubt be very convenient if, hereafter, 
the money should gp to her brother’s child. “ Not yet, Papa,” 
she said again, ha'^g, however, already made up her mind that 
her money shoulj?' have a different destination. 

She could not Interest her father at all in the fate o? Phineas 
Finn. When the story of the murder had first been told to him, 
he had been amazed, — ^and, no doubt, somewhat gratified, as we 
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a|I ^e, at tragic occurrences which do not concern ourselves. But 
be could not be made to tremble for the fate of Phineas Finn. 
And yet he had known the man during the last few years most 
intimately, anj^i had had much in common with him. He had 
trusted Phineas in respect to his son, and had trusted him also in 
respect to his daughter. Phineas had been his guest at Dresden ; 
and, on his return to London, had been the first friend he had 
seen, with the exception of his lawyer. And yet he could hardly 
be iiiduced*to express the slightest interest as to the fate of this 
friend who was to be tried for murder. Oh ; — he's committed, 
is he ? I think I remember that Protheroe once told me that in 
thirty-nine cases out of forty men committed for serious offences 
have been guilty of them.'' The Protheroe here spoken of as art 
authority in criminal matters was at present I..ord Weazeling, the 
Lord Chancellor. 

“ But Mr. Finn has not been guilty. Papa.” 

There is always the one chance out of forty. But, as I was 
saying, if you like to take up the Saulsby mortgages, Mr. Forster 
can't be told too soon.” 

Papa, I shall do nothing of the kind,” said Lady Laura. And 
then she rose and walked out of the room. 

At .the end of ten days from the death of Mr. Kennedy, there 
came the tjdings of the will. Lady Laura had written to Mrs. 
Kennedy a letter which had taken her much time in composition, 
expressing her deep sorrow, and condoling with the old woman. 
And the old woman had answered. “ Madam, I am too old now^ 
to express either grief or anger. My dear son's death, caused by 
domestic wrong, has robbed me of any remaining comfort which 
the undeserved sorrows of his latter years had not already dispelled. 
Your obedient servant, Sarali^ Kennedy.” • From which it may be 
inferred that she had also taken considerable trouble in the com- 
position of her letter. Other communications between Lough 
Linter and Portman Square there were none, but there came 
through the lawyers a statement of Mr. Kennedy's will, as far as 
the interests of Lady Laura were concerp^d. This reached 
Mr. Forster first, and he brought it personally <o Portman Square. 
He asked for Lady Laura, and saw her alone ^ ‘‘He has be- 
queathed to you the use of Lough Linter for your life. Lady 
Laura.” 

“ To me I” 
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Yes, Lady Laura. The will is dated in the first year of his 
marriage, and has not been altered since.'* 

What can I do with Lough Linter ? I will give it back to 
them." Then Mr. Forster explained that the legacy referred not 
only to the house and immediate grounds, — but to the whole 
estate known as the domain of Lough Linter. There could be no 
reason why she should give it up, but very many why she should 
not do so. Circumstanced as Mr. Kennedy had been, with no 
one nearer to him than a first cousin, with a property purchased 
with money saved by his father, — a property to which no cousin 
could by inheritance have any claim, — he could not have done 
better with it than to leave it to his widow in fault of any issue of 
his own. Then the lawyer explained that were she to give it up, 
the world would of course say that she had done so from a feeling 
of her own unworthiness. ^‘Why should I feel myself to be 
unworthy ?" she asked. The lawyer smiled, and told her that of 
course she would retain Lough Linter. 

Then, at her request, he was taken to the Earl’s room and there 
repeated the good news. Lady Laura preferred not to hear her 
father’s first exultations. But while this was being done she also 
exulted. Might it not still be possible that there should be before 
her a happy evening to her days ; and that she might stand once 
more beside the falls of Linter, contented, hopeful, nay, almost 
glorious, with her hand in his to whom she had once refused her 
own on that very s^jot ? 



CHAPTER XTII. 

N(XsT<: BUT THE BRAVE DESERVE THE FAIR. 

Though Mr. Robert Kennedy was lying dead at Lough Linter, 
and though Phineas Finn, a member of Parliament, was in prison, 
accused of murdering another member pf Parliament, still the 
world went on with its old ways, down in the neighbourhood of 
Harrington Hall and Spoon Hall as at other places. The hunting 
with the Brake hounds was now over for the season, — had indeed 
been brought to an auspicious end three weeks since, — and such 
gentlemen as Thomas Spooner had time on their hands to look 
about their other concerns. When a man hunts five days a week, 
regardless of distances, and devotes a due proportion of his ener* 
gies to the necessary circumstances of hunting, the preservation 
of foxes, the maintenance of good humour with the farmers, the 
proper compensation for poulti^r really killed by four-legged 
favourites, the growth and arrangement of coverts, the lying-in of 
vixens, and the subsequent guardianship of nurseries, the persecu- 
tion of enemies, and the warm protection of friends, — ^when he 
follows the Sport, accomplishing all the concominant duties of a 
true sportsman, he has not much time left for anything. Such a 
one as Mr. Spooner of Spoon Hall finds that his off day is occu- 
pied from breakfast to dinner with grooms, keepers, old women 
with turkeys’ heads, and gentlemen in velveteens with information 
about wires and unknown earths. His letters fall naturally to the 
Sunday afternoon, and al% hardly written'before sleep overpowers 
him. Many a large fortune has been made with less of true devo- 
tion to the work than is given to hunting by so genuine a sports- 
man as Mr. Soooner. 

Our friend had some inkling of this himself, and felt that many 
of the less important affairs of his life were neglected because he 
was so true to the one great object of his existence. He had 
wisely endeavoured to prevent u rack and ruin among the affairs 
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of Spoon Hall, — and had thoroughly succeeded by joining his 
cousin Ned with himself in the administration of his estate, — ^but 
there were things which Ned with all his zeal and all his clever- 
ness could not do for him. He was conscious that had he been as 
remiss in the matter of hunting as that hard-riding but otherwise 
idle young scamp, Gerard Maule, he might have succeeded much 
better than he had hitherto done with Adelaide Palliser. ^'Hang- 
ing about and philandering, thafs what they want,'^ he said to his 
cousin Ned. 

suppose it is,” said Ned. was fond of a girl once 
myself, and I hung about a good deal. But we hadn^t sixpence 
between us.” 

That was Polly ^^xwell. I remember. You behaved very 
badly then.” 

“ Very badly, Tom ; about as bad as a man could behave, — and 
she was as bad. I loved her with all my heart, and I told her so. 
And she told me the same. There never was anything worse. 
We had just nothing between us, and nobody to give us any- 
thing.” 

“ It doesn^t pay ; does it, Ned, that kind of thing?” 

** It doesn't pay at all. I wouldn't give her up, — ^nor she me. 
She was about as pretty a girl as I remember to have seen.” 

“ I suppose you were a decent-looking fellow in those days 
yourself. They say so, but I never quite believed it.” 

“ There wasn't much in that,” said Ned. Girls don't want a 
man to be good-looking, but that he should speak up and not be 
afraid of them. There were lots of fellows came aftdr her. You 
remember Blinks, of the Carabineers. He was full of money, and 
he asked her three times. She is an old maid to this day, and 
is living as companion to some crusty crochetty countess.” 

‘‘ I think you did behave badly, Ned. Why didn't you set her 
free?” 

Of course, I behaved badly. And Why didn't she set me free,, 
if you come to that ? I might have found a female Blinks of my 
own, — only for her. I wonder whether it will come against us 
when we die, and wiiether we shall be brought up together to 
receive punishment.” 

Not if you repent, I suppose,” said Tom Spooner, very seri- 
ously. 

sometimes ask myself whether she has repented. I made her 
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swqar that sh^M never give me up. She might have broken her 
word a score of times, and I wish she had.'' 

“ I think she was a fool, Ned." 

Of course she was a fool. She knows that now, I dare say. 
And perhaps she has repented. Do you mean to try it again with 
that girl at Harrington Hall ? ” 

Mr. Thomas Spooner did mean to try it again with the girl at 
Harrington Hall. He had never quite trusted the note which he 
had got from his friend Chiltem, and had made up his mind that, 
to say the least of it, there had been very little friendship shown in 
the letter. Had Chiltern meant to have stood to him like a 
brick," as he ought to have stood by his right hand man in the 
Brake country, at any rate a fair chance might have been given 
him. Where the devil would he be in such a country as this 
without me," — ^Tom had said to his cousin, — ‘‘not knowing a soul, 
and with all the shooting men against him ? I might have had 
the hounds myself, — and might have 'em now if I cared to take 
them. It's not standing by a fellow as he ought to do. He 
writes to me, by George, just as he might do to some fellow who 
never had a fox about his place." 

“ I suppose he didn’t put the two things together," said Ned 
Spooner. 

“I hate a fellow that can’t put two things together. If I 
stand to you you’ve a right to stand to me. That’s what you mean 
by putting two things together. I mean to have another shy at 
her. She has quan*elled with that fellow Maule altogether. I’ve 
learned that from the gardener’s girl at Harrington." 

Yes, — he would make another attempt. All history, all 
romance, all poetry and all prose, taught him that perseverance 
in love was generally crowjjed with success, — that true love rarely 
was crowned with success except by perseverance. Such a sim- 
ple little tale of boy’s passion as that told him by his cousin had no 
attraction , for him. A ♦wife -would hardly be worth having, and 
worth keeping, so won. And all proverbs were on bis side. “ None 
but the brave deserve thd fair," said his cousin. “ I shall stick 
to it," said Tom Spooner. “Labor omnia Vincit," said his cousin. 
But what should be his nesft step ? Gerard Maule had been sent 
away with a flea in his ear, — so, at least, Mr. Spooner asserted, and 
expressed an undoubting opinion that this imperative dismissal 
liad come from the fact that Gerard Maule, when “ put through 
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his facings " about income was not able to show the money." 

** She's not one of your Polly Maxwells, Ned." Ned said that he 
suppgsed she was not one of that sort. ‘‘ Heaven knows I couldn't 
show the money," said Ned, “ but that didn't make her any wiser." 
Then Tom gave it as his opinion that Miss Palliser was one of 
those young women who won't go an)^vhere without having 
everything about them. ‘‘She could have her own carriage 
with me, and her own horses, and her own maid, and every- 
thing." ^ 

“ Her own way into the bargain," said Ned. Whereupon Tom 
Spooner winked, and suggested that that might be as things 
turned out after the marriage. He was quite willing to run his 
chance for that. 

But how was he to get at her to prosecute his suit? As to 
writing to her direct, — he didn't much believe in that. “ It looks 
as though one were afraid of her, you kndw ; — ^which I ain't the 
least. I stood up to her before, and I wasn't a bit more nervous 
than I am at this moment. Were you nervous in that affair with 
Miss Maxwell ? " 

“ Ah ; — it's a long time ago. There wasn't much nervousness 
there." 

“ A sort of milkmaid affair ? ” 

“ Just that." 

“ That is different, you know. I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll 
just drive slap over to Harrington and chance it. I'll take the 
two bays in the phaeton. Who's afraid ?" 

“ There's nothing to be afraid of," said Ned. 

“ Old Chiltern is such a d cantankerous fellow, and perhaps 

Lady C. may say that I oughtn't to have taken advantage of her 
absence. But, what's the odds ? If ,she takes me there'll be an 
end of it. If she don't, they can't eat me." 

“ The only thing is whether they'll let you in." 

“ I'll try at any rate," said Tom, “ and you shall go over with , 
me. You won’t mind trotting about the grounds while I'm 
carrying on the war inside? I'll taKe the two bays, and Dick 
Farren behind, and I 'don't think there's a prettier got-up trap in 
the county. We'll go to-morrow." 

And on the morrow they did start, having heard on that very 
morning of the arrest of Phineas Finn. “ By George, don't it 
feel odd," said Tom just as they started, — “ a fellow that we used 
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to know dpwn here, having him out hunting and all that, and now 
he^s — a murderer, ! Isn't it a coincidence 
It startles one," said Ned. 

‘‘ That's what I mean. It's such a strange thing that it should 
be the man we know ourselves. These things always are happening 
to me. Do you remember when poor Fred Fellows got his bad 
fall and died the next year? You weren't here then." 

“ I've heard you speak of it." 

I was in the very same field, and should have been the man 
to p^ fiim up, only the hounds had just turned to the left. It's 
very odd that these coincidences always are happening to some 
men and never do liappen to others. It makes one feel that he's 
marked out, you know." 

“ I hope you’ll be marked out by victory to-day." 

‘‘ Well ; — yes. That's more important just now than Mr. 
Bonteen’s murder. rDo you knojv, I wish you'd drive. These 
horses are pulling, and I don't want to be all in a flurry when I 
get to Harrington.” Now it was a fact very well known to all 
concerned with Spoon Hall, that there was nothing as to which 
the Squire was so jealous as the driving of his own horses. He 
would never trust the reins to a friend, and even Ned had hardly 
ever been allowed the honour of the whip when sitting with his 
cousin. “ I'm apt to get red in the face when I'm overheated,” said 
Tom as he made himself comfortable and easy in the left hand 
seat. 

There were not many more words spoken during the journey. 
•I'he lover was probably justified in feeling some trepidation. He 
had been (juite correct in suggesting that tlie matter between him 
and Miss Palliscr bore no resemblance at all to that old afliiir 
betweeii his cousin Ned ^nd Polly Maxwell. There had been as 
little trepidation as money in that case, — simply love and kisses, 
parting, despair, and a broken heart. Here things were more 
august. There was plenty of money, and, let affairs go as the}' 
might, there would be no broken heartt But that perseverance in 
love of which Mr. Spooner intended to make himself so bright an 
example does require some courage. The Adelaide Pallisers of 
the world have a way of fnaking themselves uncommonly unjflea- 
sant to a man when they refuse him for the third or fourth time. 
They allow themselves sometimes to express a^contempt which is 
almost akin to disgust, and to speak to a lover as though he were 
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no better than a footman. And then the lover is bound to bear it all, 
and when he has borne it, finds it so very difficult to get out of the 
room. Mr. Spooner had some idea of all this as his cousin drove 
him up to the door, at what he then thought a very fast pace. 

it all,'' he said, ‘"you needn't have brought them up so 

confoundedly hot." But it was not of the horses that he was 
really thinking, but of the colour of his own nose. There was 
something working within him which had flurried him, in spite of 
the ti-anquillity of his idle seat. 

Not the less did he spring out. of the phaeton with a^uite 
youthful jump. It was well that every one about Harrington 
Hall should know how alert he was on his legs ; a little weather- 
beaten about the face he might be ; but he could get in and out 
of his saddle as quickly as Gerard Maule even yet ; and for a 
short distance would run Gerard Maule for a ten-pound note. 
He dashed briskly up to the dqor, and rang the bell as though he 
feared neither Adelaide nor Lord Chiltern any more than he 
did his own servants at Spoon Hall. ^^Was Miss Palliser at 
home ?" The maid-servant who opened the door told him that 
Miss Palliser was at home with a celerity which he certainly had 
not •expected. The male members of the establishment were 
probably disporting themselves in the absence of their master 
and mistress, and Adelaide Palliser was thus left to the insufficient 
guardianship of young women who were altogether without dis- 
cretion. “ Yes, sir ; Miss Palliser is at home." So said the 
indiscreet female, and Mr. Spooner was for the moment con- 
founded by his own success. He had hardly told himself wha^ 
reception he had expected, or whether, in the event of the servant 
informing him at the front door that the young lady was not at 
home he would make any further immediate effort to prolbng the 
siege so as to force an entry ; but now, when he had carried the 
very fortress by surprise, his heart almost misgave him. He 
certainly had not thought, when he descended from his chariot 
like a young Bacchus in •quest of his Ariadne, that he should 
so soon be enabled to repeat the tale of his love. But there 
he was, confronted *with Ariadne before he had had a 
moment to shake his god-like locks 'or arrange the divinity 
of his thoughts. Mr. Spooner,” said the maid, opening the 
doof. . 

Oh dear ! " exclaimed Ariadne, feeling the vainness of her 
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wish to fly from the god. " You know, Maiy, that I^dy Chiltem 
is up in London." 

But he didn’t ask for Lady Chiltern, Miss." Theiv there was 
a pause, during which the maid servant managed to shut the door 
and to escape. 

I.ord Chiltern is up in London," said Miss Palliser, rising 
from her chair, “ and Lady Chiltem is with him. They will be 
at home, I think, to-morrow, but I am not quite sure." She 
looked ^t him rather as Diana might have ’looked at poor Orion 
than" as any Ariadne at any Bacchus ; and for a moment Mr. 
Spooner felt lliat the pale chillness of the moon was entering in 
upon his very heart and freezing the blood in Jiis veins. 

“ Miss Palliser " he began. 

But Adelaide was for the moment an unmitigated Diana. 

“ Mr. Spooner," she said, “ I cannot for an instant suppose tliat 
you wish to say anything to me." . 

“ But I do," said he, laying his hand upon his heart. 

‘‘ Then I must declare th^t — ^that — that you ought not to. 
And I hope you won’t. Lady Chiltern is not in the house, and 
I think that — that you ought to go away. I do, indeed.” 

But Mr. Spooner, though the interview had been commenced 
with unexpected and almost painful suddenness, was too much a 
man to be driven off by the first angry word* He remembered 
that this Diana w^as but mortal ; and he remembered, too, that 
though he had entered in upon her privacy he had done so in a 
manner recognised by the world as lawful. There was no reason 
wdiy he should allow himself to be congealed, — or even banished 
out of the grotto of the nymph, — without speaking a word on his 
own behalf. Were he to fly now, he must fly for ever ; whereas, 
if he fought now, — fought well, even though not successfully at 
the moment, — he might fight again. While Miss Palliser was 
scowling at him he resolved upon fighting. “ Miss Palliser," he 
said, ‘‘I did not come to see Lady Chiltern ; I came to see you. 
And now that I have been happy enough to find you I hope you 
will listen to me for a minute. I shan’t do you any harm." 

I’m hot afraid of any harm, but I cannot think that you have 
anything to say that can do anybody any good." She sat down, 
however, and so far yielded. “ Of course I cannot make, you go 
away, Mr. Spooner ; but I should have thought, when I asked 
you 
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Mr^ ^ooner also seated himself, and uttered a sigh. Making 
love to a syeet, soft, blushing, willing, though silent girl is a 
pleasant employment ; but the task of declaring love to a stony-^ 
hearted, obdurate, ill-conditioned Diana is very disagreeable for 
any gentleman. And it is the more so when the gentleman really 
]oves,— or thinks that he loves, — ^his Diana. Mr. Spooner did 
believe himself to be verily in love. Having sighed, he began :* 
Miss Palliser, this opportunity of declaring to you the state of 
my heart is too valuable to allow me to give it up without — with- 
out using it.^^ 

It can't be of any use." 

“ Oh, Miss Palli|er, — if you knew my feelings I " 

But I know my own." 

“ They may change, Miss Palliser." 

No, they can't." 

“ Don't say that, Miss Palliser." 

But I do say it. I say it over and over again. I don't know 
what any gentleman can gain by persecuting a lady. You 
oughtn’t to have been shown up here at all" 

Mr, Spooner knew well that women have been won even at the 
tenth time of asking, and this with him was only the third. “ I 
think if you knew my heart he commenced. 

I don't tvant to*know your heart." 

“ You might listen to a man, at any rate." 

“ I don't want to listen. It can’t do any good. I only want 
you to leave me alone, and go away." 

I don't know what you take me for," said Mr. Spooner, be- 
ginning to wax angry. 

** I haven't taken you for anything at all. This is very dis- 
agreeable and very foolish. A lady has a right to know her 
own mind, and she has a right not to be persecuted." Slie would 
have referred to Lord Chiltern's letter had not all the hopes of 
her heart been so terribly crushed since that letter had been 
written. In it he had openly declared that she was already 
engaged to be married to Mr. Maule, thinking that he would thus 
put an end to Mr. Spooner’s little adventure. But since the 
writing of Lord Chiltern's letter that unfortunate reference had 
been made to Boulogne, and every particle of her happiness had 
been destroyed. She was a miserable, blighted young woman, 
who had quarrelled irretrievably with her lover, feeling greatly 
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angry with herself because she had made the quarrel, and yet con- 
scious that her own self-respect had demanded the quarrel. She 
was full of regret, declaring to herself frojtn ntbming to night that, 
in spite of all his manifest wickedness in having talked of 
Boulogne, she never could care at all for any other man. And 
now there was this aggravation to her misery, — this horrid suitor, 
who disgraced her by making those around her suppose it to be 
possible that she should ever accept him; who had probably 
heard oHier quarrel, and had been mean enough to suppose that 
therefore there might be a chance for himself! She did despise 
him, and wanted him to understand that she despised him. 

I believe I am in a condition to offer my hand and fortune to 
any young lady without impropriety,” said Mr. Spooner. 

I don’t know anything about your condition.” 

But I. will tell you everything.” . 

“ I don’t want to know anything about it.” 

I have an estate of ” 

I don’t want to know about your estate. I won’t hear about 
your estate. It can be nothing to me.” 

It is generally considered to be a matter of some importance.” 

It is of no importance to me, at all, Mr. Spooner ; and I won't 
hear anything about it. If all the parish belonged to you, it 
would not make any difference.” 

All the parish does belong to me, and nearly all the next,” 
replied Mr. Spooner, with great dignity. 

“ Then you’d better find some lady who would like to have two 
parishes. They haven’t any weight with me at all.” At that 
moment she told herself how much she would prefer even 
Boil logne, to Mr. Spooner’s two parishes. 

“What is it that you find so wrong about me?” asked the 
unhappy suitor. 

, Adelaide looked at him, and longed to tell him that his nose 
was red. And, though she would not quite do that, she could 
not bring herself to spare him. What right had he to come to 
her,— nasty, red-nosed old man, who knew nothing about any- 
thing but foxes and horses, — to her, who had never given him the 
encouragement of a single smile ? She could not allude to his 
nose, but in regard to his other defects she would not spare him. 
“Our tastes are not the same, Mr. Spooner ?” 

“ You are very fond of hunting.” 
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And our ages are not the same." 

I always thought that there should be a difference of age,” 
said Mr. Spooner, becoming very red. 

And, — and, — and, — it's altogether quite preposterous. 1 
don't believe that you can really think it yourself." 

But I do." 

• Then you must unthink it. And, indeed, Mr. Spooner, since 
you drive me to say so, — I consider it to be very unmanly of you, 
after what Lord Chiltem told you in his letter." 

But I believe that is all over." 

Then her anger flashed up very high. And if you do believe 
it, what a mean man you must be to come to me when you must 
know how miserable I am, and to think that I should be driven 
to accept you after losing him ! You never could have been 
anything to me. If you wanted to get married at all, you should 
have done it before I was born." This was hard upon the man, 
as at that time he could not have been much more than twenty. 
“ But you don’t know anything of the difference in people if you 

think that any girl would look at you, after having been ^loved 

by Mr. Maule, Now, as you do not seem inclined to go away, 
I shall leave you." So saying, she walked off with stately step, 
out of the room, leaving the door open behind her to facilitate her 
escape. 

She had certainly been very rude to him, and had treated him 
very badly. Of that he was sure. He had conferred upon her 
what is commonly called the highest compliment which a gentleman 
can pay to a lady, and she had insulted him ; — had doubly 
insulted him. She had referred to his age, greatly exaggerating 
his misfortune in that respect ; and she had com]:)ared him to that 
poor beggar Maule in language most offensive. When she left 
him, he put his hand beneath his waistcoat, and turned with an 
air almost majestic towards the window. But in instant he 
remembered that there was nobody there to see how he bore his 
punishment, and he sank down into human nature. Damna- 
tion!" he said, as he put liis hands into his trousers pockets.’ 

Slowly he made his way down into the hall, and slowly he 
opened for himself the front door, and escaped from the house on 
to the gravel drive. There he found his cousin Ned still seated in 
the phaeton, and slowly driving round the circle in front of the 
hall door. The squire succeeded in gaining such command over 
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hili own gait and countenance that his cousin divined nothing of 
th0 truth as he clambered up into his seat. But he soon showed 
his temper. What the devil have you got the reins in this way 
for?” 

“ The reins are all right,” said Ned. 

No they ain't j*— they're all wrong."' And then he drove down 
t\e avenue to Spoon Hall as quickly as he could make the horse's 
trot. 

Did^ou see her ?” said Ned, as soon as they were beyond the 
gates. 

See your grandmother.” 

“ Do you mean to say that l*in not to ask ? ” 

** There's nothing I hate so much as a fellow that's always 
asking questions,” said Tom Speoner. ‘‘ There are some men 

so d d thick-headed that they never know when they ought 

to hold their tongue.” 

Fora minute or two Ned bore the reproof in silence, and then 
he spoke. If you are unhappy, Tom, I can bear a good deal ; 
but don't overdo it, — unless you want me to leave you.” 

She's the d 1 vixen that ever had a tongue in her head,” 

said Tom Spooner, lifting his whip and striking the poor off-horse 
in his agony, 'riien Ned forgave hiiiu 
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THE DUCHESS TAKES COUNSEL. 

Phineas Finn, when he had been thrice remanded before the 
Bow Street magistrate, and four times examined, was at last com- 
mitted to be tried for the murder of Mr. Bonteen. This took 
place on Wednesday, May i9tl% a fortnight after the murder. But 
during those fourteen days little was learned, or even surmised, by 
the police, in addition to the circumstances which had transpired 
^t once. Indeed the delay, slight as it was, had arisen from a 
desire to find evidence that might affect Mr. Emilius, rather than 
with a view to strengthen that which did affect Phineas Finn. 
But no circumstance could be Ibund tending in any way to add 
to the suspicion to which the converted Jew was made subject by 
his own character, and by the supposition that he would have 
been glad to get rid of Mr. Bonteen. He did not even attempt 
to run away, — for which attempt certain pseudo-facilities were put 
in his way by police ingenuity. But Mr. Emilius stood his 
ground and courted inquiry. Mr. Bonteen had been to him, he 
said, a very bitter, unjust, and cruel enemy. Mr. Bonteen had 
endeavoured to rob him of his dearest wife ; — ^liad charged him 
with bigamy ; — ^liad got up false evidence in the hope of ruining 
him. He had undoubtedly hated Mr. Bpnteen, and might probably 
have said so. But, as it happened, through God's mercy, he was 
enabled to prove that he could not possibly have been at the 
scene of the murder when the murder was committed. During that 
hour of the night he had been in his own bed ; and, had he been 
out, could not have re-lhtered the house without calling up the 
inmates. But, independently of his alibi, Mealyus was able to rely 
on the absolute absence of any evidence against him. No grey 
coat could be traced to his hands, even for an hour. His height 
was very much less than that: attributed by Lord Fawn to the man 
whom he had seen hurrying to the spot. No weapon was found 
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ill his possession by which the deed could have been done. 
Inquiry was made as to the purchase of life-preservers, and the 
reverend gentleman was taken to half-a-dpzen shops at v’hich 
such instruments had lately been sold. But there had been a run 
upon life-preservers, in consequence of recommendations as to 
their use given by Certain newspafiers ; — and it was found as im- 
l^ossible to trace one particular purchase as it would be that of a 
loaf of bread. At none of the half-dozen shops to which he was 
taken was Mr. Emilius remembered ; and then all further inquiry 
in that direction was abandoned, and Mr. Emilius was set at 
liberty. “ I forgive my persecutors from the bottom of my heart, 
he said, — '‘but God will requite it to them.^' 

In the meantime Phineas was taken to Newgate, and was there 
confined, almost with the glory and attendance of a State prisoner. 
This was no common murder, and no common murderer. Nor 
were they who interested themselves in the matter the ordinary 
Rag, Tag, and Bobtail of the people, — the mere wives and childreii| 
or perhaps fathers and mothers, or brothers and sisters of the 
slayer or the slain. Dukes and Earls, Duchesses and Countesses, 
Members of the Cabinet, great statesmen. Judges, Bishops, and 
Queen's Counsellors, beautiful women, and women of highest 
fashion, seemed for a while to think of but little else than the fate 
of Mr. Bonteen and the fate of Phineas Finn. People became 
intimately acquainted with each other through similar sympathies 
in this matter, who had never before spoken to or seen each other. 
On the day after the full committal of the man Mr. Low received 
a most courteous letter from the Duchess of Omnium, begging 
him to call in Carlton Terrace if his engagements would permit 
him to do so. The Duchess had heard that Mr. Low was devoting 
all his energies to the protection of Phineas Finn ; and, as a cer- 
tain friend of hers, — a lady, — ^was doing the same, she w^as anxious 
to bring them together. Indeed, she herself was equally pre- 
pared to devote her energies for the present to the same object. 
She had declared to all her friends, — especially to her husband 
and to the Duke of St. Bungay, — ^lier absolute conviction of the 
innocence of the accused man, and had called ui:>on them to defend 
him. “ My dear," said the elder Duke, " I do not think that in my 
time any innocent man has ever lost his life upon the scaffold." 

“Is that a reason why our friend should be the first instance?" 
said the Duchess. 
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ht ttied ddcording to ihe laws <£ his 
Duke, 

1 , ^^Jlaafagenet^ you always si>eak as if evet‘yfchiug were peifees% 
whereas you know well that everything is imperfect If that 
mm is~is hung, 

** Glencora," said her husband, do not cotmeot yourself with 
the fate of a stranger from any misdirected enthusiasm/' 

I do connect myself. If that man be hung — I shall go into 
mourning for him. You had better look to it.” ^ 

Mr, Low obeyed the summons, and called on the Duchess. But, 
in truth, the invitation had been planned by Madame Goesler, who 
was present when the lawyer, about five o’clock in the afterndon, 
was shown into the presence of the Duchess. Tea was immediately 
ordered, and Mr. Low was almost embraced. He was introduced 
to Madame Goesler, of whom he did not before remember that 
he had heard the name, and was at once given to understand that 
4he fate of Phineas was now in question. We know so well,' 
said the Duchess, **how true you are to him.” 

He is an old friend of mine,” said the lawyer, ‘‘ and I canno 
believe him to have been giiilty of a murder.” 

Guilty ' — ^lie is no more guilty than J am. We are as sure o 
that as we are of the sun. We know that he is innocent ; — do w< 
not, Madame Goesler ? And we, too, are very dear fi lends of his 
that is, I am.” 

And so am I,” said Madame Goesler, in a voice very low and 
sweet, but yet so eneigctic as to make Mr. Low almost rivet his 
attention upon her. 

“You must understand, Mr, Low, that Mr. Finn is a man 
horribly hated by certain enemies. lliat wretched Mr. Bonteen 
hated his very name. But there are ether people who think very 
differently of him. He must be saved.” 

“ Indeed I hope he may,” said Mr. Low. 

“We wanted to sec you for ever so many reasons. Of course 
you understand that, — that any sum of money can *be spent that 
the case may want.” 

“ Nothing will be spared on that account certainly,” said the 
lawyer. 

“ But money will do a great many things. We would send al 
round the world if we could get evidence against that other man 
— Lady Eustace's husband, you know.” 
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* aty*good be ddne by saidkg 4i 4:0tmd the world ?*' 

^ He went back ta his own home not long ago,*— in Poland, I 
think,*^ aaid Mademe Ooesler, Perhaps he got the instrtoent 
there,^ and brought it with him/' Mr. Low shook his head* " Of 
^course we are very ignorant ; — but it would be a pity that eveiy- 
thing ihQxdd not be tried." 

He might have got in and out of the window, you know," said 
the Duchess. Still Mr. Low shook his head. I believe things 
can alway^be found out, if only you take trouble enough. And 
trouble m^ans money ; — does it not ? We wouldn't mind how 
many thousand pounds it cost ; would we, Marie ?" 

‘*1 fear’that the spending of thousands can do no good," said 
Mr. Low. 

“ But something must be done. You don't mean to say that 
Mr. Finn is to be hung> because Lord Fawn says that he saw a 
man running along the street in a grey coat." 

“ Certainly not." 

There is nothing else against him ; — nobody else saw him." 

If tliere be nothing else against him he will be acquitted." 

You think then," said Madame Goesler, “that there will be no 
use in tracing what the man Mcalyiis did wlien he was out of 
England. He might have bought a grey coat then, and have 
hidden it till this night, and then have thrown it away." Mr. Low 
listened to her with close attention, but again shook his head. 
“ If it could be shown that the man had a grey coat at that time 
it would certainly weaken the effect of Mr. Finn's grey coat.” 

“ And if he bought a bludgeon there, it would weaken the effect 
of Mr. Finn's bludgeon. And if he bought rope to make a ladder 
it would show that he had got out. It was a dark night, you 
know, and nobody would hive seen it. We have been talking it 
all over, Mr. Low, and we really think you ought to send some- 
body." 

“I will mention what you say to the gentlemen who are 
employed on Mr. Finn's defence." 

“ But will not you be employed ?" Thep Mr. Low explained 
that the gentlemen to whon^ he referred were the attorneys who 
would get up the case on their friend’s behalf, and that as he him- 
self practised in the Courts of Equity only, he could not defend 
Mr. Finn on his trial. 

“ He must have the very best men," said the Duchess. 
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He must have good men, certainly.” 

And a great many. Couldn’t we get Sir Gregory Grogram 
Mr. Low shook his head. I know very welltliat ifydu get men 
who are really, — really swells, for that is it is, Mr. Low, — 
and pay them well enough, and so make it really an importahf 
thing, they can browbeat any judge and hoodwink any jury. I 
. daresay it is very dreadful to say so, Mr. Low ; but, nevertheless, 
I believe it, and as this man is certainly innocent it ought to be 
done. I daresay it’s very shocking, but I do think ^Jiat twenty 
thousand pounds spent among the lawyers would get him off.” 

“ I hope we can get him off without expending twenty thousand 
pounds, Duchess.” 

But you can have the money and welcome ; — cannot he, 
Madame Goesler ?” 

He dbuld have double that, if double were necessary.” 

‘‘ I would fill the court with lawyers for him,” continued the 
Duchess. I would cross-examine the witnesses off their legs. I 
would rake up every wicked thing that horrid Jew has done since 
he was born. I would make witnesses speak. I would give a 
carriage and pair of horses to every one of the juror’s wives, if 
that would do any good. You may shake your head, Mr. Low ; 
but I would. And I’d cany Lord Fawn off to the Antipodes, 
too ; — and I shouldn’t care if you left him there. I know that 
this man is innocent, and I’d do anything to save him. A woman 
I know can’t do much ; — but she has this privilege, that she can 
speak out what men only think. I’d give them two carriages and 
two pairs of horses apiece if I could do it that way.” 

Mr. Low did his best to explain to the Duchess that the desired 
object could hardly be effected after the fashion she proposed, 
and he endeavoured to persuade her tliat justice was sure to be done 
in an English court of law. “ Then why arc people so very 
anxious to get this lawyer or that to bamboozle the witnesses ?” 
said the Duchess. Mr. Low declared it to be his opinion that the 
poorest man in England was not more likely to be hung for a 
murder he had not •qpmmitted than the richest. Then why 
would you, if you were accused, have ever so many lawyers to 
defend you ?” Mr. Low went on to explain. “ The more money 
you spend,” said the Duchess, “ the more fuss you make. And 
the longer a trial is about and the greater - the interest, the more 
chance a man has to escape. If a man is tried for three days you 
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alwa>'s think hell get off, but if it lasts ten minutes he is sure to 
be convicted and hung. I'd have Mr. Finn's trial made so long 
that they never could convict him. I'd tire out all the judges and 
juries in London. If vou get lawyens enough they may speak for 
ever.” Mr. Low endUvoured to explain that this might prejudice 
the prisoner. ** And I'd examine every member of the House ot 
Commons, and all the Cabinet, and all their wives. I'd ask them 
all what Mr. Bonteen had been saying. I'd do it in such a way * 
as a trial was never done before ; — and I'd take care that they 
should know what was coming." 

“ And if he were convicted afterwards ? " 

“ I'd buy up the Home Secretary. It's very horrid to say so, of 
course, Mr. Low ; and I dare say there is nothing wrong ever done 
in Chancery. But I know what Cabinet Ministers are. If they 
could get a majority by granting a pardon they'd do it quick 
enough.” * 

You are speaking of a liberal Government, of course, 
Duchess." 

There isn’t twopence to choose between them in that respect. 
Just at this moment I believe .Mr. Finn is the most popular 
member of the House of Commons ; and I'd bring all that to 
bear. You can't but know that if everything of that kind is 
done it will have an effect. I believe you could make him so 
popular that the people would pull down the prison rather than 
have him hung ; — so that a jury would not dare to say he was 
guilty." 

“ Would that be justice, ladies ?" asked the just man. 

“ It would be success, Mr. Low, — which is a great deal the 
better thing of the two." 

‘‘ If Mr. Finn were found guilty, I could not in my heart 
believe that that would be justice," said Madame Goesler. 

Mr. Low did his best to make them understand that the plan of 
pulling down Newgate by the instrumentality of Phineas Finn's 
popularity, or of buying up the Home Secretary by threats of 
Parliamentary defection, would hardly answer their purpose. He 
would, he assured them, suggest to the attorneys employed the 
idea of searching for evident:^ against the man Mealyus in his own 
country, and would certainly take care tliat nothing was omitted 
from want of means. - You had better let us put a cheque in 
your hands," said the Duchess. But to this he would not assent. 
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He did admit that it would be well to leat^e no stone unturnedi, and 
that the turning of such stones must cost money ; — ^biit the money, 
he said, would be forthcoming, “ He's not a rich ma|? hiniself," 
said the Duchess» Mr. Low assured her that if money were really 
wanting he would ask for it. ‘‘And no\^' said the Duchess, 
“ there is one other thing that we want Can we see him ? 

“ You, yourself? '' 

“ Yes j — I myself, and Madame Goesler. You look as if it would ' 
be very wicked." Mr. Low thought that it would be wicked 
that the Duke would not like it ; and that such a f^isit would 
occasion ill-natured remarks. “ People do visit him, I suppose. 
He's not locked up like a criminal." 

“ I visit him," said Mr. Low, “ and one or two other friends 
have done so. Lord Chiltem has been with him, and Mr. Erie." 

“ Has ^o lady seen him ? " asked the Duchess. 

“ Not to my knowledge." 

“ Then it's time some lady should do so. I suppose we could 
be admitted. If we were his sisters they’d let us in." 

“ You must excuse me. Duchess, but 

“ Of course I will excuse you. • But what ? " 

“ You are not his sisters." 

“ If I were engaged to him, to be his wife ? — " said Madame 
Goesler, standing up. “ I am not so. There is nothing of that 
kind. You must not misunderstand me. But if I were ? " 

“ On that plea I presume you could be admitted." 

“ Why not as a friend ? Lord Chiltem is admitted as his 
friend," 

“ Because of the prudery of a prison," said the Duchesg. “ All 
things are wrong to the lookers after wickedness, my dear. If it 
would comfort him to see us, why should he not have that 
comfort ? " 

“ Would you have gone to him in his own lodgings ? " asked 
Mr. Low. 

“ I would, — if he'd been ill," said Madame Goesler. 

“ Madam," said Mr. Low, speaking with a gravity which for a 
moment had its effect' even upon the Duchess of Omnium, “ I 
think, at any rate, that if you visit Mri Finn in prisoiii you should 
do so through the instrumentality of his Grace, your husband." 

“ Of course you suspect me of all manner of evil." 

“ I suspect nothing ; — ^but I am sure that it should be so." 
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It shall be so/* said the Duchess. “ Thank you, sir. We are 
much obliged to you for your wise counsel.” 

** I am/)bliged to you,” said Madame Goesler, ‘‘because I know 
that y6u have his safety at heart.” 

“And so am I,” siid the Duchess, relenting, and giving him 
her hand. “ We are really ever so much obliged to you. You 
don't quite understand about the Duke ; and how should you ? 
I never do anything without telling him, but he hasn't time to. 
attend to things. 

“ I hopt‘ I have not offended you.” 

“ Oh dear, no. You can't oifend me unless you mean it. Good- 
bye, — ^and remember to have a great many lawyers, and all with 
new wigs ; and let them all gel in a great rage that anybody 
should suppose it possible that Mr. Finn is a murderer. I'm sure 
I am. Good-bye, Mr. J^ovv.” 

“ You’ll never be able to get to him,” said the Duchess, as 
soon as they were alone. 

“ I suppose not.” 

“And whjt good could you do? Of course I’d go with you 
if we could get in ; — l)ut what would be the use?” 

‘•To let him know that people do not think him guilty.” 

“ Mr. Low will tell liiai that. I suppose, too, we can write to 
him. Would you mind writing?” 

“I would rather go.” 

“You might as w^ell tell the tmth when you are about it. You 
arc breaking your heart for him.” 

“ If he were to be condemned, and executed, I should 

break my heart. I could never appear bright before the world 
again.” 

“ That is just what I told Plaiitagenet. I said I would go into 
mourning.” 

“ And I should really mourn. And yet were he free to-morrow 
he would be no more to me than any other friend.” 

“ Do you mean you would not marry him ? ” 

“No; — I would not. Nor would he ask me. I will tell you 
what will be his lot in life, — ^if he escapes from the present danger.” 

“ Of course he will escape-#Thcy don't really hang innocent men.” 

“ Then he will become the husband of Lady Laura Kennedy.” 

“ Poor fellow ! If I believed that, I shoulcj, think it cruel to 
help him to escape from Newgate.” 



CHAPTER XV. 


PHINEAS IN PRISON. 

Phineas Finn himself, during the fortnight in which he was 
carried backwards and forwards between his prison and the Bow 
Street Police-office, was able to maintain some outward show of 
manly dignity, — as though he felt that the terrible accusation and 
great material inconvenience to which he was subjected were only, 
and could only be, temporary in their nature, and that the truth 
would soon prevail. During this period he had friends constantly 
with him, — either Mr. Low, or Lord Chiltern, ot Barrington Erie, 
or his landlord, Mr. Bunce, who, in these days, was very true to him. 
And he was very frequently visited by the attorney, Mr. Wickerby, 
who had been expressly recommended to him for this occasion. If 
anybody could be counted upon to see him through his difficulty 
it was Wickerty. But the company of Mr. Wickerby was not 
pleasant to him, because, as far as he could judge, Mr. Wick^erby 
did not believe in his innocence. Mr, Wickerby was willing to do 
his best for him ; was, so to 'speak, moving heaven and earj;h on 
his behalf; was fully conscious that this case wds a great affair, 
and in no respect similar to those which were constantly p 4 ced in 
his hands ; but there never fell from him a sympathetic expression 
of assurance of his client's absolute freedom from all taint of guilt 
in the matter. From day to day, and 'ten times a. day, Phineas 
would express his indignant surprise that any one should think it 
possible that he had done this deed, but to all these expressions 
Mr. Wickerby would make no answer whatever. At last Phineas 
asked him the direct question. “I never suspect anybody of 
anything," said Mr. ''Vickerby. “Do you believe in my 
innocence?" demanded Phineas. “i:\5eryb0dy is entitled to be 
believed innocent till he has been proved to be guilty," said Mr. 
Wickerby. Then Phineas appealed to his friend Mr. Low, asking 
whether he might not be allowed to employ some lawyer whose 
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feelings would be more in unison with his own. But Mr. Low 
adjured him to make no change. Mr. Wickerby understood the 
work and was a most zealous man. His client was entitled to his 
services, but to nothing more than his services. And so Mr. 
Wickerby carried on the work, fully befieving that Phineas Finn 
had in truth murdered Mr. Bonteen. 

But the prisoner was not without sympathy and confidence. 
Mr. Low, Lord Chiltern, and Lady Chiltern, who, on one occasion, 
came to visit him with her husband, entertained no doubts pre- 
judicial t« his honour. They told him perhaps almost more than 
was quite true of the feelings of the world in his favour. He 
heard of the friendship and faith of the Duchess of Omnium, of 
Madame Goesler, and of Lady Laura Kennedy, — hearing also 
that Lady Laura was now a widow. And then at length his two 
sisters came over to him from Ireland, and wept and sobbed, and 
fell into hysterics in his i)resence. They were sure that he was 
innocent, as was every one, they said, throughout the length and 
breadth of Ireland. And Mrs. l^unce, who came to see Phineas 
in his prison, swore diat she would tear the judge from his bench 
if he did not at once jironounce a verdict in favour of lier darling 
without waiting for any nonsense of a jury. And Bunce, her hus- 
band, having convinced himself that his lodger had not committed 
the murder, was zealous in another way, taking delight in the 
case, and proving that no jury could find a verdict of guilty. 

During that week Phineas, buoyed up by the sympathy of his 
iriends, and in some measure supported by the excitement of the 
occasion, carried himself well, and bore bravely the terrible mis- 
fortune, to which he had been subjected by untoward circum- 
stances. But when the magistrate fully committed him', giving 
the first public decision oij the matter from the bench, declaring 
to the world at large that on the evidence as given, prima facie, 
he, Phineas Finn, must be regarded as the murderer of Mr. Bon- 
teen, our hero’s courage almost gave w^ay. If such was now the 
judicial opinion of the magistrate, how could he expect a different 
verdict from a ^ury in two months’ time, wiien he would be tried 
before a final court? As far as he coidd understand, nothing 
more could be learned on the matter. All the facts w^ere known 
that could be known, — as far as he, or rather his friends on his 
behalf, were able to search for facts. It seemed to him tliat there 
was no tittle whatever of evidence against him. He had walked 
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stmight home from his club with the life-preserver m his pocket, 
and never turned to the right or to the left. Till he found, 
himself committed, he would not believe that any serious and 
prolonged impediment could be thrown in the way of his liberty. 
He would not believe that a man altogether innocent could be in 
danger of the gallows on a false accusation. It had seemed to 
him that the police had kept their hold on him with a rabid fero- 
city, straining every point with the view of showing that it was ' 
possible that he should have been the murderer. Every police- 
man who had been near him, carrying him backward and forward 
from his prison, or giving evidence as to the circumstances of the 
locality and of his walk home on that fatal night, had seemed to 
him to be an enemy. But he had looked for impartiality from 
the magistrate, — and now the magistrate had failed him. He had 
seen in court the faces of men well known to him, — men known 
in the world, — with wliom he had been on pleasant terms in Par- 
liament, who had sat upon the bench while he was standing as a 
culprit between two constables ; and they who had been his 
familiar friends had appeared at once to have been removed 
from him by some unmeasurable distance. But all that he had, 
as it were, discounted, believing that a few hours, — at the very 
longest a few days, — would remove the distance ; but how he 
was sent back to his prison, there to await his trial for the murder. 

And it seemed to him that his committal startled no one but 
himself. Could it be that even his dearest friends thought it pos- 
sible that he had been guilty ? When that day came, and he was 
taken back to IjJewgate on his last journey there from Bow 
Street, Lord Chiltern had returned for a while to Harrington 
Hall, having promised that he would be back in London as tjoon 
as his business would permit ; but Mr. T.ow came to him almost 
immediately to his prison room. ‘‘ This is a pleasant state of 
things,'' said Phincas, with a forced laugh. But as he laughed he 
also sobbed, with a low, irrepressible, convulsive movement in his 
throat. 

Phincas, the time has come in which you mu^ show yourself 
to be a man." 

“A man ! Oh, yes, I can be a man.* A murderer you mean. 

I shall have to be hung, I suppose.” 

“ May God, in His mercy, forbid.” 

— not in His mercy ; in His justice. There can be no need 
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fot mercy hett hb^t even from Heaven. When they take my life 
may He forgive my sins through die merits of my Saviour. But for 
this there can be no mercy. Why do you not speak ? Do you 
mean to say that I am guilty ?" 

** I am sure that you are innocent.^' 

“ And yet, look here. What more can be done to prove it than 
has been done ? That blundering fooL will swear my life away/^ 
Then he threw himself on his bed, and gave way to his sobs. 

That evening he was alone, — as, indeed, most of his evenings 
had been spent, and the minutes were minutes of agony to him. 
The external circumstance of his position were as comfortable as 
circumstances would a^ow. He had a room to himself looking 
out through heavy iron bars into one of the courts of the prison. 
The chamber was carpeted, and was furnished widi bed and chairs 
and two tables. ‘ Books were allowed him as he pleased, and pen 
and ink. It was Ma)^, and no fire was necessary. At certain 
periods of the day he could walk alone in the court below, — the re- 
striction on such liberty being that at other certain hours the place 
was wanted for other prisoners. As far as he knew no friend who 
called was denied to him, though he was by no means certain that 
his privilege in that respect would not be curtailed now that he 
had been committed for trial. His food had been plentiful and 
well cooked, and even luxuries, such as fish and wine and fruit, 
had been supplied to him. That the fruit had come from the hot- 
houses of the Duchess of Omnium, and the wine from Mr. Low's 
cellar, and the fish and lamb and spring vegetables, the cream and 
coffee and fresh butter from the unrestricted orders of another 
friend, that Lord Chiltern had sent him champagne and cigars, and 
that Lady Chiltern had given directions about the books and sta- 
tionery, he did not know.* But as far as he could be consoled by 
such comforts, there had been the consolation. If lamb and salad 
could make him happy he might have enjoyed his sojourn in New- 
gate. Now, this evening, he was past all enjoyment. It was im- 
possible that he should read. How could a man fix his attention 
on any book, with a charge of murder against himself affirmed by 
the deliberate decision of a judge ? And he knew himself to be 
as innocent as the magistrate himself. Every now and then he 
would rise from his bed, and almost rush across the room as 
though he would dash his head against the wall. Murder ! They 
really believed that he had deliberately murdered tire man ; — he, 
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ta4f CkitteiB^ who bad never pot his band 10 a ntei 
ni‘ htlt)^d his tongue to speak a mean word I He Jta^hed W his^ 
wsnth^ and then almost howled in his agony. He thought nf iW 
young h>ving wife who had lived with him little tnoft than for 
fleeting year, and wondered whether , she was looking down 
upon him from Heaven, and how her spirit would bear thS accaaa*t 
tion against the man upon whose bosom she had slept, and in 
wlmse arms she had gone to her long rest. ‘‘They can't believe it,^ 
he said aloud “It is impossible. Why snouid I have murderoji 
him ?” And then he remembered an example in Latin from some 
rule of grammar, and repeated it to himself over and overagain.~ 
“ No one at an instant, — of a sudden, — becomes moat hase.'^ It 

seemed to him that there was such a want of knowledge of human 
lature in the supposition that it was possible that he should have 
;ommitted such a crime. And yet--w^there' he was, committed to 
ake his trial for the murder of Mr. Bonteen. 

The days were long, and it was daylight till nearly nine. In* 
leed the twilight lingered, even through those iron bars, till after 
line. He had once asked for candles, but had been told that they 
©uldyiot be allowed him without an attendant in the room, — and 
le had dispensed with them. He had been treated doubtless with 
preat respect, but nevertheless he had ^en treated as a prisoner, 
rhey hardly denied liini anything thaPhe asked, but when be 
sked for that which they did not choose to grant they would annex 
onditions which induced him to withdraw his request. He under- 
stood their ways now, and did not rebel fcgainst them. 

On a sudden he heard the key in the door, and the man who 
attended him entered the room with a candle in his hand. A lady 
had come to call, and the governor had given permission for her 
entrance. He 'would return foi the light, — and for the kdy, in half 
an hour. He had said all this before Phmeas could see who the 
lady wis. And when he did sec the form of her who followed the 
gaoler, and who stood with hesitating steps behind him in the door- 
way, he knew her by her sombre solemn raiment, and not byber 
countenance. She was dressed from head to fo6t in the deepest 
weeds of widowhood, and a heavy veil fell from her bonnet over 
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tier face. I-^ady Laura, is ityou ?” said Phiaeas, putting out his 
hand. Of course it was Lady Laura. While the Duchess of Om- 
nium and Madame Ooesler were talking about such a visit, 
allowing themselves to be deterred by the wisdom of Mr. Low, 
she had made her w^ay through bolts and bars, and was now with 
him in his prison. 

*^Oh, Phineas!'* She slowly raised her veil, and stood gazing 
at him. “ Of all my troubles this, — to sec you here, — is the 
heaviest’/ 

"^And*of all my consolations to see you here is the greatest.” 
He should not have so spoken. Could he have thought of things 
as they were, and have restrained himself, he should not have 
uttered wprds to her which were pleasant but not true. There 
came a gleam of sunshine across her face as she listened to him, 
and then she threw herself into his arms, and wept upon his 
shoulder. 1 did not expect that you would have found me,” he 
said. 

She took the chair opposite to that on which he usually sat, 
and then 4)egan her tale. Her cousin, Barrington Erie, had brought 
her there, and was below, waiting for her in the Governor’s house. 
He had procured an order for her admission that evening, direct 
from Sir Harry Coldfoot, the Home Secretary, — which, however, 
as she admitted, had been given under the idea that she and Erie 
were to see him together. “ But I would not let him come with 
me,” she said. I could not have spoken to you, had he been 
here ; — could 1 ? ” 

“ It would not have been the same, Lady Laura.” He had 
thought much of his mode of addressing her on occasions before 
this, at Dresden and at Portman Square, and had determined that 
he would always give he« her title. Once or twice he had lacked 
the courage to be so hard to her. Now as she heard the name 
the gleam of sunshine passed from her altogether. ‘‘ We hardly 
expected that we should ever meet in such a place as this ? ” he said, 
I cannot understand it. They cannot really think you killed 
him.” He smiled, and shook his head. Then she spoke of her 
own condition. “You have heard what has happened? You 
know that I am — a wido\^ ? ” 

“ Yes ; — I had heard.” And then he smiled again. “ You will 
have understood why I could not come to you, — as I sliould have 
done but for this little accident.” 



iSU 


Jt'tilWKAS REDUX 


died on the day that 'they arrested }\)u. Was it not 
stuaBj^e that such a double blow should fall together ? Oswald, no 
doubt, told you all." 

He told me of your husbands death.'' 

But not of his will ? Perhaps he has not seen you since he 
heard it.” Lord Chiltem had heard of the will before his last’ 
visit to Phineas in Newgate, but h^ not chosen then to speak’ of 
his sister's wealth. 

‘‘ I have heard nothing of Mr. Kennedy's will." 

“ It was made immediately after our marriage, — and lie never 
changed it, though he had so much cause of anger against me." 

He has not injured you, then, — as regards money. 

Injured me ! No, indeed. I am a rich woman, — very rich. 
All Though Linter is my own, — for life. But of what use can it 
be to me ? " He in his present state could tell her of no uses 
for such a property. I suppose, Phineas, it cannot be •that you 
are really in danger ? " 

‘‘ In tlic greatest danger, I fancy." 

Do you mean that they will say — yon are guilty ? " ^ 

“ The magistrates have said so already." 

“ But surely that is nothing. If 1 tliought so, I should die. If 
I believed it, they should never take me out of the prison while 
you are here. Barrington says that it cannot be. Oswald and 
Violet are sure that such a thing can never hapi)en. It was that 
Jew who did it." 

I cannot say who did it. I did not." 

You I Oh, Phineas ! The world must be mad when any can 
believe it ! " 

‘‘‘But they do believe it?" This, he said, meaning to ask a 
question as to that outside world. 

“ We do not. Barrington says 

“ What does Barrington say ? " 

“ That there are some who do ; — just a few, who were Mr. 
Bontcen’s special friends.” 

“ The police believe it. That is what I cannot understand ; — 
men who ought to be Iceen-eyed and quick-witted. That magis- 
trate believes it. I saw men in the Court who used to know me 
well, and I could sec tliat they believed it, Mr. Monk was here 
yesterday." 

Does he believe it ? " 
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** I asked him, and be told me — ^no. But I did not quite trust 
him as he told me. There are two or three who believe me inno- 
cent.” 

Who are they ? ” 

“ Low, and Chiltem, and his wife ; — and that man Biince, and 
his wife. If I escape from this, — ^if they do not hang me, — I 
will remember them. And there are two other women who know 
me well enough not to think me a murderer.” 

Who are they, Phineas ? ” 

‘‘MadSlme Goesler, and the Duchess of Omnium.” 

Have they been hcrc?^' she asked, with jealous eagerness, 
do. But I hear that it is so, — and I know it. One 
learns to feel even from hearsay what is in the minds of ])eople.” 
“And what do I believe, Phineas ? Can you read my thoughts ? ” 

“ 1 know them of old, without reading them now.” Then he 
put forthiJiis hand and took hers. “ Had I murdered him in real 
truth, you would not have believed it.” 

“ Because I love you, Phineas.” 

Then the key was again heard in the door, and Barrington 
Erie appeared witli the gaolers. The time was up, he said, and 
he had come to redeem his promise. He spoke cordially to his 
old friend, and grasped the prisoners hand cordially, — but not the 
less did he believe that there was blood on it, and Phineas loiew 
that such was his belief. It appeared on his arrival that Lady 
Laura had not at all accomplished the chief ol>ject of his visit. 
She had brouglit with her various cheques, all drawn by Barring- 
ton Erie on his banker, — amounting altogether to many hundreds 
of pounds, — which it was intended that Phineas should use from 
time to time for the necessities of his trial. Barrington Eric ex- 
plained that the money wtis in fact to be a loan from Lady Laura’s 
father, and was simply passed through his banker’s account. But 
Phineas knew that the loan must come from Lady Laura, and he 
positively refused to touch it. His friend, Mr. Low, was manag- 
ing all that for him, and he would not embarrass the matter by 
a fresh account. He was very obstinate, and at last the cheques 
w^erc taken away in Barrington Erie’s pocicet. 

“ Good night, old fellow,” said Erie, affectionately. “ I’ll see 
you again before long. May God send you through it all.” 

“ Good night, Barrington. It was kind of you to come to me.” 
Then Lady Laura, watching to see whether her cousin would leave 
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her alone for a moment with ihe object of her idolatry, paused 
before she gave him her hand. “ Good night, Lady Laura,,” he 
said. 

“ Good night ! ” Barrington Erie was now just outside the 
door. 

** I shall not forget your coming here to me.” 

How should we, either of us, forget it ? ” 

Come, Laura,” said Barrington Erie, we had better make an 
end of it.” 

But if I should never see him again^! ” 

Of course you will see him again.” 

When I and where ! Oh, God, — if they should murder him !” 
Then she threw herself into his arms, and covered him with 
kisses, though her cousin had returned into the room and stood 
over her as she embraced him. 

‘‘ Laura,” said he, “ you are doing him an injury. Hbw should 
he support himself if you behave like this ! Come away.” 

** Oh, my God, if they should kill him ! ” she exclaimed. But 
she allowed her cousin to take her in her arms, and Phineas Finn 
was left alone without having spoken another word to eitlier oi 
them. 



CHAPTER XVL 
THE MEAGER FAMILY. 

On the day after the committal a lady, who had got out of a 
cab at the corner of Northumberland Street, in the Marylebone 
Road, walked up that very uninviting street, and knocked at a 
door just opposite to the deadest part of the dead wall of the 
Marylebone Workhouse. Here lived Mrs. and Miss Meager, — 
and also on^occasions Mr. Meager, who, however, was simply a 
trouble and annoyance in the world, going about to race-courses, 
and occasionally, perhaps, to worse places, and being of no slight- 
est use to the two poor hard-worked women, — ^mother and 
daughter, — ^who endeavoured to get their living by letting lodg- 
ings. The task was difficult, for it is not everybody who likes to 
look out upon the dead wall of a workhouse, and they who do 
are disposed to think that their willingness that way should be 
considered in the rent. But Mr. Emilius, when the cruelty of his 
wife's friends deprived him of the short-lived luxury of his mansion 
in Lowndes Square, had found in Northumberland Street a con- 
genial retreat, and had for a while trusted to Mrs. and Miss 
Meager for all his domestic comforts. Mr. Emilius was always a 
favourite with new friends, and had not as yet had his Northiun- 
berland Street gloss rubbed .altogether off him when Mr. Bonteen 
was murdered. As it happened, on that night, — or rather early in 
the day, for Meager had returned to the bosom of his family after 
a somewhat prolonged absence in the provinces, and therefore 
the date had become specially remarkable in the Meager family 
from the double event, — Mr. Meager had declared that unless his 
wife could supply him with a five-pound note he must cut his 
throat instantly. His wife and daughter had regretted the neces- 
sity, but had declared the alternative to be out of the question. 
Whereupon Mr, Meager had endeavoured to force the lock of an 
■old bureau with a carving-knife, and there had been some slight 
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personal encounter,— ^er whjph he had had some gin and had 
gone to bed. Mrs. Meager remembered the day very well indeed, 
^d Miss Meager, when the police came the next morning,^ had 
accounted for her black eye by a tragical account of a fall she had 
had against the bed-post in €he dark. Up to that period Mr. 
Emilias had been everything that was sweet and good, — an excel- 
lent, eloquent clergyman, who was being ill-treated by his wife's 
wealthy relations, who was soft in his manners and civil in his 
words, and never gave more trouble than was necessary. The 
period, too, would have been one of comparative prosperity to the 
Meager ladies, — ^but for that inopportune return of the head of 
the family, — as two other lodgers had been inclined to look out 
upon the dead wall, or else into the cheerful back-yard ; which 
circumstance came to have some bearing upon our story, as Mrs. 
Meager had been driven by the press of her increased household 
to let that good-natured Mr. Emilius know that if he didn't 
mind it " the latch-key might be an accommodation on occasions. 
To give him his due, indeed, he had, when first taking the rooms, 
offered to give up the key when not intending to be out at night. 

After the murder Mr, Emilius had been arrested, and had been 
kept ip durance for a week. Miss Meager had been sure that he 
was innocent; Mrs. Meager had trusted the policemen, who 
evidently thought that the clergyman was guilty. Of the police- 
men who were concerned on the occasion, it may be said in a 
general way that they believed that both the gentlemen had com- 
mitted the murder, — so anxious were they not to be foiled in the 
attempts at discovery which their duty called upon them to make. 
Mr. Meager had left the house on the morning of the arrest, 
having arranged that little matter of the five-pound note by a 
compromise. When the policeman came for Mr. Emilius, Mr. 
Meager was gone. For a day or two the lodger's rooms were 
kept vacant for the clergyman till Mrs. Meager became quite 
-convinced that he had committed the murder, and then all his 
things were packed up and placed in the passage. When he wfs 
liberated he returned to the house, and expressed unbound^ 
anger at what had been done. He took his two boxes away in a 
cab, and was seen Ao more by the ladies of Northumberland 
Street. 

But a further gleam of prosperlty/ell upon them in consequence 
of the tragedy which had been so interesting to them. Hitherto* 
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the in^iries made at their house 4iad had reference solely to the 
hahits and doiUgs of their lodger during the last few days ; but 
now there came to them a visitor who made a more extended 
investigation ; and this was one of their own sex. It was Madame 
Goesler who got out of the cab ht the, workhouse comer, and 
walked from thence to Mrs. Meager^s house. This was her third 
appearance in Northumberland Street, and at each coming^She had 
spoken kind words, and had left behind her liberal recompense for 
the trouble which she gave. She had no scruples as to papng for 
the evidence which she desired to obtain, — no fear of any ques- 
tions which might afterwards be asked in cross-examination. 
She dealt out sovereigns — ^womanfully, and had had Mrs. and 
Miss Meager at her feet. Before the second visit was completed 
they were both certain that the Bohemian converted Jew had 
murdered Mr. Bonteen, and were quite willing to assist in hang- 
ing him. 

“ Yes, Ma’am,” said Mrs. Meager, he did take the key with 
him. Amelia remembers we were a key short at the time he was 
away.” The absence here alluded to was that occasioned by the 
journey which Mr. Emilius took to Prague, when he heard that 
evidence of his former marriage was being sought against him in 
his own country. 

Thai he did,” said Amelia, ** because we were put out ever 
so. And he had no business, for he was not paying for the 
room.” 

‘‘ You have only one key.” 

“ There is three. Ma’am. The front attic has one regular be- 
cause he’s on a daily paper, and of course he doesn’t get to bed 
till morning. Meager always takes another, and we can’t get it 
from him ever so.” 

And Mr. Emilius took the other away with him ?” asked 
Madame Goesler. 

“That he did, Ma’am. 'When he came back he said it had 
been in a drawer, — ^but it wasn’t in the drawer. We always knows 
what’s in the drawers.” 

“The drawer wasn’t left Iqcked, ^len?” 

“Yes, it was, Ma’am, and he took that key— beknownst to 
us,” said Mrs. Meager. “But there is other keys that open^the 
drawers. We are obliged in lour line to know about the lodgers, 
Ma’am.” 
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This was certainly no tune for Madame Goesler to eitpress 
disapprobation of the practices which were thus divulged. She 
smiled, and nodded her head, and was quite sympathetic with* 
Mrs, Meager. She had learned that Mr. "femilius had taken the 
latch key with him to Bohemia, and was convinced that a dozen 
other latch keys might have been made after the pattern without 
any apparent detection by the London police. ‘‘And now about 
the coat, Mrs. Meager.” 

“Well, Ma^am?” 

“ Mr. Meager has not been here since ?” 

* “No, Ma'am. Mr. Meager, Ma'am, isn't what he ought to 
be. I never do own it up, only when I'm driven. He hasn't 
been home.” 

“ I suppose he still has the coat.” 

“ Well, Ma'am, no. We sent a young man after him, as you 
said, and the young man found him at the Newmarket Spring.” 

“ Some water cure ?” asked Madame Goesler. 

“No, Ma’am. It ain't a water cure, but the races. He hadn't 
got the coat. He does always manage a tidy great coat when 
November is coming on, because it covers everything, and is 
respectable, but he mostly parts with it in April. He gets short, 
and then he — ^just pawns it.” 

“ But he had it the night of the murder ?” 

‘ “ Yes, Ma'am, he had. Amelia and I remembered it esi)ecial. 
When we went to bed, which we did soon after ten, it was kept 
in this room, lying there on the sofa.” They were now sitting in 
the little back parlour, in which Mrs. and Miss Meager were 
accustomed to live. 

“ And it was tliere in the morning ?” 

“ Father had it on when he went ouf,” said Amelia. 

“ If we paid him he would get it out of the pawn shop, and 
bring it to us, would he not ?” asked the lady. 

To this Mrs. Meager suggested that it was quite on tlie cards 
that Mr. Meager might have been able to do better with his coat 
by selling it, and if sc, it certainly would have been sold, as no 
prudent idea of redeeming his^gannent for the next winter's wear 
would ever enter his mind. And Mrs. Meager seemed to think 
thal such a sale would not have taken place between her husband 
and any old friend. “ He wouldn'% know where he sold it,” said 
Mrs. Meager. 
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Anyways lie^d tell us so/^ said Amelia. 

if we paid him to be more accurate?” sjud Madame 

^oesler, 

“ They is so afraid of being took up themselves,” said Mrs. 
Meager, There is, however, enough ample evidence that Mr. 
Meager had possessed a grey great coat, which during the night 
of the murder had been left in the little sitting-room, and which 
they had supposed to have lain there all night. To this coat Mr. 
Emilius might have had easy access. But then it was a big man 
that was seen, and Emilius isn't no ways a big man. Meager's 
coat would be too long for him, ever so much.” 

“ Nevertheless we must try and get the coat,” said Madame * 
Goesler. . I'll si)eak to a friend about it. I suppose we can find 
your husband when we want him ?” 

I don't know, Ma'am. We never can find him ; but then we 
never do want him, — not now. The police know him at the races, 
no doubt. You won't go and get him into trouble, Ma'am, worse 
than he is? He's always been in trouble, but I wouldn't like to 
be means of making it worse on him than it is.” 

Madame Goesler, as she again paid the woman for her services, 
assured her that she would do no injury to Mr. Meager. All that 
she wanted of Mr. Meager was his grey coat, and that not with 
any view that could be detrimental either to his honour or to his 
safety, and she was willing to pay any reasonable price, — or almost 
any unreasonable price, — for the coat. But the coat must be made 
to be forthcoming if it were still in existence, and had not been 
as yet torn to pieces by the shoddy makers. 

“ It ain't near come to that yet,” said Amelia. “ I don't know 
that I ever see father more respectable, — that is, in the w^ay of a 
great coat,” 



CHAPTER XVII. 


THE BEGINNING OF THE SEARCH FOR THE KEY AND 
THE COAT. 

Ik When Madame Goesler revealed her plans and ideas to Mr. 
Wickerby, the attorney, who had been employed to bring Pbineas 
Finn through his troubles, that gentleman evidently did not think 
much of the unprofessional assistance which the lady proposed to 
give him. I'm afraid it is far fetched, Ma'am, — if you under- 
stand what I mean," said Mr. Wickerby. Madame Goesler de- 
clared that she understood very well what Mr, Wickerby meant, 
but that she could .hardly agree with him. “ According to that 
the gentleman must have plotted the murder more than a month 
before he committed it," said Mr. Wickerby, 

And why not ? " 

Murder plots are generally the work of a few hours at the 
longest, Madame Goesler. Anger, combined with an indifTerence 
to self-sacrifice, does not endure the wear of many days. And 
the object here was insufficient. I don't think we can ask to have 
the trial put off in order to find out whether a false key may have 
been made in Prague." 

And you will not look for the coat ? " 

‘‘ We can look for it, and probably get it, if the woman has not 
lied to you ; but I don't think it will do us any good. The 
woman probably is lying. You have been paying her very , libe- 
rally, so that she has been making an excellent livelihood out of 
the murder. No jury would believe her. And a grey coat is a very 
common thing. After all, it would prove nothing. It would only 
let the jury know that Mr. Meager had a grey coat as well as 
Mr. Finn. That Mr. Finn wore a gijey coat on that night is a 
fact which we can't upset. If you got hold of Meager's coat you 
wouldn't be a bit nearer to proof that Emilius had worn it." 

There would be the fact tliat he might have worn it." 
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^ Madame Goesler, indeed it would not l^lp our dient. You 
die what are the difficulties in our way. Mr. Finn was on the 
* spot at the moment, or so near it as to make it certainly possible 
that he might have been there. There is no such evidence as to 
Emilius, even if he could be shown to have had a latch-key. The 
man was killed by such an instrument as Mr. Finn had about 
Kim. There is no evidence that Mr. Emilius had such an instru- 
ment in his liand. A tall man in a grey coat was seen hurrying 
to the spot at the exact hour. Mr. Finn is . a tall man and wore 
a grey coat at the time. Emilius is not a tall man, and, even 
though Meager had a grey coat, there is no evidence to show that 
Emilius ever wore it. Mr. Finn had quarrelled violently with Mr. * 
Bonteen within the hour. It does not appear that Emilius ever 
quarrelled with Mr. Bonteen, though Mr. Bonteen had exerted 
himself in opposition to Emilius.'^ 

Is there to be no defence, then ?” 

“ Certainly there will be a defence, and such a defence as I 
think will prevent any jury from being unanimous in convicting 
my client. Though there is a great deal of evidence against him, 
it is all — what we call circumstantial.” 

I understand, Mr, Wickerby,” 

‘‘ Nob(jj^y saw him commit the murder.” 

“ Indeed n6,” said Ma-dame Goesler. 

‘‘Although there is personal similarity, there is no personal 
identity. There is no positive proof of anything illegal on his 
part, or of anything that would have been suspicious had no 
murder been committed,' — such as the purchase of poison, or 
carrying of a revolver. The life-preserver, had no such instru- 
ment been unfortunately used, might have been regarded as a 
thing of custom.” 

“ But I am sure that that Bohemian did murder Mr. Bonteen,” 
said Madame Goesler, with enthusiasm. 

“ Madame,” said Mr. Wickerby, holding up both his hands, 
“ I can only wish that you could be upon the jury.” 

“ And you won't try to show that the other man might have 
done it ? ” 

“ I think not. Next to fin alibi that breaks down ; — you know 
what an alibi is, Madame Goesler?” 

“ Yes, Mr. Wickerby ; I know what an alibi is.” 

“ Next to an alibi that breaks down, an unsuccessful attempt to 
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lri& thft'iBmlt 'oii ^Hfiother party is Ihe most; fe*al Wcw isrliidi |l 
plSsoner^s counsel can inflict upon him. It is always taken 
the jury as so much evidence against him. We must depend 
altogether on a different line of defence." 

« What line, Mr. Wickerby?" 

Juries are always unwilling to hang, "—Madame Goesfer 
shuddered as the horrid word was broadly pronounced, — and 
are apt to think that simply circumstantial evidence cannot be 
suffered to demand so disagreeable a duty. They are peculiarly 
averse to hanging a gentleman, and will hardly be ifidiiced to 
hang a member of Parliament. Then Mr. Finn is very good- 
looking, and has been popular, — ^which is all in his favour. And 
we shall have such evidence on the score of character as was 
never before brought into one of our courts. We shall have half 
the Cabinet. There will be two dukes." Madame Goesler, as 
she listened to the admiring enthusiasm of the attorney while he 
^ent on with his list, acknowledged to herself that her dear friend, 
the Duchess, had not been idle. There will be three Secretaries 
of State. The Secretaflfy of State for the Home Department him- 
self will be examined. I am not quite sure that we mayn^t get 
the Lord Chancellor. There will be Mr. Monk, — ^about the most 
popular man in Lngland, — ^who will speak of the prisoner as his 
particular friend. I don^t think any jury would hang a particular 
friend of Mr. Monk’s. And there will be ever so many ladies. 
That has never been done before, but we mean to try it." Madame 
Goesler had heard all this, and had herself assisted in the work. 

I rather think we shall get four or five leading members of the 
Opposition, for they all disliked Mr. Bonteen. If we could 
manage Mr. Daubeny and Mr. Gresham, I think we might reckon 
ourselves quite safe. I forgot to say that the Bishop of Barchester 
has promised." 

“All that won’t prove his innocence, Mr. Wickerby." Mr. 
Wickerby shrugged his shoulders. “ If he be acquitted after that 
fashion men then will say — that he was guilty." 

“ We must think of his life first, Madame Goesler," said the 
attorney. 

Madame Goesler when she left th*e attorney’s room was veiy 
ill-satj^fied with him. She desired some adherent to her cause 
who would with affectionate zeal resolve upon washing Phineas 
Finn white as snow in reference to the charge now made against 
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no man would so resolve who ^ not believe in his 
j^0caace»~as Madame Goesler believed herself. She herself 
knew that her own belief was romantic and unpractical. Never- 
theless, the conviction of the guilt of that other man, towards 
whicli she still thought that much could be done if that coat were 
found and the maker of a secret key were present, was so strong 
upon her that she would not allow herself to drop it. It would 
not be sufficient for her that Phineas Finn should be acquitted. 
She desired that the real murderer should be hung for the murder, 
so that hll the world might be sure,— as she was sure, — that her 
hero had been wrongfully accused. 

“Do you mean that you are going to start yourself?” the 
Duchess said to her that same afternoon. 

“ Yes, I am.” 

“ Then you must be very far gone in love, indeed.” 

“You would do as much, Duchess, if you were free as I am. 
It isn’t a matter of love at all. It’s womanly enthusiasm for the 
cause one has taken up.” 

“I’m quite as enthusiastic, — only I shouldn’t like to go to 
Prague in June.” 

“ I’d go to Siberia in January if I could find out tliat that 
horrid man really committed the murder.” 

“ Who are going with you ? ” 

“Wc shall be quite a company. We have got a detective 
policeman, and an inter])reter who understands Greek and German 
to go about with tlic policeman, and a lawyer’s clerk, and there 
will be my own maid.” 

“ Everybody will know all about it before you get there.” 

“ We are not to go quite together. The policeman and the 
interpreter are to form bne party, and I and my maid another. 
The poor clerk is to be alone. If they gel the coat, of course 
you’ll telegraph to me.” 

“ Who is to have the coat ? ” 

“ I suppose they’ll take it to Mr. Wickerby. He says he 
doesn’t want it, — that it would do no good. But I think that if 
we could show that the man might very easily have been out of 
the house, — that he had tertainly provided himself with means of 
getting out of the house secretly, — ^the coat would be of service, 
I am going at any rate ; and shall be in Paris to-morrow 
morning.” 



•;f3S ■■ PHINEAS' ^ ,'v, 

I thitik it very grand of you, my dear j and for your 
liope he my live to be Prime Minister. Perhaps, after all, he 
may give Plantagenet * his Gaarter/ " ' 

When the old Duke died a Garter became vacant, and had 01 
course fallen to the gift of Mr. Gresham. The Duchess had ex- 
pected that it would be continued in the family, as had been the 
Lieutenancy of Barsetshire, which also had been held by the old 
Duke. But the Garter had been given to Lord Cantrip, and the 
Duchess was sore. With all her radical propensities and inclina- 
tion to laugh at dukes and marquises, she thought ver/much of 
Garters and Lieutenancies j — ^but her husband would not think of 
them at all, and hence there were words between them. The 
Duthess had declared that the Duke should insist on having the 
Garter. “ These are things that men do not ask for,” the Duke 
had said. 

Don't tell me, Plantagenet, about not asking. Everybody 
asks for everything nowadays.” 

** Your everybody is not correct, Glencora. I never yet asked 
for anything, — and never shall. No honour has any value in my 
ey^s unless it comes unasked.” Thereupon it was that the Duchess 
now suggested that Phineas Finn, when Prime Minister, might 
perhaps bestow a Garter upon her husband. 

And so Madame Goesler started for Prague with the determi- 
nation of being back, if possible, before the trial began. It was 
to be commenced at the Old Bailey towards the end of June, and 
people already began to foretell that it would extend over a very 
long period. The circumstances seemed to be simple ; but they 
who understood such matters declared that the duration of a trial 
depended a great deal more on the public interest felt in the 
matter than upon its own nature. No\/it was already perceived 
that no trial of modem days had ever been so interesting as 
would be this trial. It was already known that the Attorney- 
General, Sir Gregory Grogram, was to lead the case for the prose- 
cution, and that the Solicitor-General, Sir Simon Slope, was to act 
with him. It had been^ thought to be due to the memory and 
character of Mr. Bonteen, who when he was murdered had held 
the office of President of the Board of Trade, and who had very 
nearly been Chancellor of the Exchequer, that so unusual a task 
should be imposed on these two high legal officers ofHhe Govern- 
ment. No "doubt there would be a crowd of juniors with them, 
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but it was understood that Sii^regory Grogram would himself 
take the burden of the task upon his own shoulders. It was 
declared everywhere that Sir Gregpry did believe Phineas Finn 
to be guilty, but it was also declared that Sir Simon Slope was 
convinced he was innocent, ‘/he defence was to be entrusted 
to the well-practised but now aged hands of that most experienced 
practioner Mr. Chaffanbrass, than whom no barrister living or 
dead ever rescued more culprits from the fangs of the law. With 
Mr. Chaffanbrass, who quite late in life had consented to take a 
silk gown, was to be associated Mr. Serjeant Birdbott, — who 
was said to be employed in order that the case might be in safe 
hands, should the strength of Mr. Chaffanbrass fail him at the 
last moment; and Mr. Snow, who was supposed to handle a 
witness more judiciously than any of the rising men, and that 
subtle, courageous, eloquent, and painstaking youth, Mr. Golightly, 
who now, with no more than ten or fifteen years’ practice, was 
already known to be earning his bread and supporting a wife and 
family. 

But the glory of this trial would not depend chiefly on the 
array of counsel, nor on the fact that the Lord Chief Justice him- 
self would be the judge, so much as on the social position of the 
murdered man and of the murderer. Noble lords and great 
statesmen 'would throng the bench of the court to see Phineas 
Finn tried, and all the world who could find an entrance would 
do the same to see the great statesmen and the noble lords. The 
importance of such an affair increases like a snowball as it is 
rolled on. Many people talk much, and then very many people 
talk very much more. The under-sheriifs of the City, praise- 
worthy gentlemen not hitherto widely known to fame, became 
suddenly conspicuous and popular, as being the dispensers of ad- 
missions to seats in the court. It had been already admitted by 
judges and counsel that sundry other cases must be postponed, 
because it was known that the Bonteen murder would occiq^y at 
least a week. It was supposed that Mr. Chaffanbrass would con- 
sume a whole day at the beginning of the trial in getting a jury 
to his mind, — a matter on which he was known to be very par- 
ticular, — and another whole day at the end of the trial in sub- 
mitting to the jury the particulars of all the great cases on record 
in which circumstantial evidence was known to have led to im- 
proper verdicts. It was therefore understood that the last week 
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in Jime would be devoted to%ie trial, to the exclusion of all 
-other matters of interest. When Mr. Gresham, hard pressed by 
Mr. Turnbull for a convenient day, offered that gentleiiiati 
Thursday, the 24th of June, for suggesting to the House a little 
proposition of his own with reference to the English Church 
establishment, Mr. Turnbull openly repudiated the offer, because 
on that day the trial of Phineas Finn would be commenced. I 
hope,” said Mr. Gresham, ^‘that the work of the country will not 
be impeded by that unfortunate affair.” “ I am afraid,” said Mr. 
Turnbull, “that the right honourable gentleman will find that 
the member for Tankerville will on that day monopolise the 
attention of this House.” The remark was thought to have been 
made in very bad taste, but nobody doubted its truth. Perhaps 
the interest was enhanced among politicians by the existence 
very generally of an opinion that though Phineas Finn had 
murdered Mr. Bonteen,he would certainly be acquitted. Nothing 
could then prevent the acquitted murderer from resuming his 
seat in the House, and gentlemen were already beginning to ask 
themselves after what fashion it would become them to treat 
him. Would the Speaker catch his eye when he rose to speak? 
Would he still be “ Phineas ” to the very large number of men 
with whom his general popularity had made him intimate ? 
Would he be cold shouldered at the clubs, and treated as one 
whose hands were red with blood ? or would he become more 
popular than ever, and receive an ovation after his acquittal ? 

In the meantime Madame Goesl^jr started on her journey for 
Prague. 
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THE TWO DUKES. 

It was necessary that the country should be govenicd, even 
though Mr. Bon teen had beei\ murdered ; — and in order that it 
should be duly governed it was necessary that Mr. Bonteeirs 
late place at the Board of Trade should be filled. There was 
some hesitation as to the filling it, and when the arrangement 
was completed people were very much surprised indeed. Mr. 
Bonteen had been appointed chiefly because it was thought that 
he might in that office act as a quasi House of Commons deputy 
to the Duke of Omnium in carrying out his great scheme of a 
five-farthinged penny and a ten-pennied shilling. The Duke, in 
spite of his wealth and rank and honour, was determined to go 
on with his great task. Life would be nothing to him now unless 
he could at least hope to arrange the five farthings. When his 
wife had bullied him about the Garter he had declared to her, 
and with perfect truth, that he had liever asked for anything. He 
had gone on to say that he never would ask for anything ; and he 
certainly did not ^Jiink that he was betraying himself with 
reference to that assurance when he suggested to Mr. Gresham 
that he would himself take the place left vacant by Mr. Bonteen, — 
of course retaining his seat in the Cabinet. 

‘‘ I should hardly have ventured to suggest such an arrangement 
to your Grace,'" said the Prime Minister. 

Feeling that it might be so, I thought that I would venture to 
ask," said the Duke. ‘‘ I am sure you, know that I am the last 
man to interfere as to place or the disposition of j)ower." 

‘‘ Quite the last man," said Mr. Gresham. 

“ But it has always been held that the Board of Trade is not 
incompatible with the Peerage," 

Oh dear, yes.” 
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^ And I can feel myself nearer to this affair of mine there tlun 
% can elsewhere/^ . ^ 

Mr. Gresham of course had no objection to uiige. This great 
tiobleman, who was now asking for Mr. Bonteen^s shoes, had been 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, and would have remained Chancellor 
of the Exchequer the mantle of his nobility fallen upon 

him. At the present moment he held an office in which peers are 
often temporarily shelved, or put away, perhai3S, out of harm's 
way for the time, so that they may be brought down and used 
when wanted, \\nthout having received crack or detriment from 
that independent action into which a politician is likely to fall 
when his party is in " but he is still “ out." He was Lord Privy 
Seal,-— a Lordship of State which does carry with it a status and a 
seat in the Ca1>inet, but does not necessarily entail any work. 
But the present Lord, who cared nothing for status, and who was 
much more intent on his work than he was even on his seat in the 
Cabinet, was possessed by what many of his brother politicians 
regarded as a morbid dislike to pretences. He had not been 
happy during his few weeks of the Privy Seal, and had almost 
envied Mr. Bonteen the realities of the Board of Trade. “I 
think upon the whole it will be best to make the change," he said 
to Mr. Gresham. And Mr. Gresham was delighted. 

But there were one or two men of mark, — lOne or two who were 
.older than Mr. Gresham probably, and less perfect in their liberal 
sympathies, — ^who thought that the Duke of Omnium was dero- 
gating from his proper positiSn in the step which he was now 
taking. Chief among these was his friend the Duke of St. Bungay, 
who alone perhaps could venture to argue ^he matter with him. 
** 1 almost wish that you had spoken to me first," said the elder 
duke. 

“ I feared that I should find you so strongly oppos'^d to my 
resolution." 

** If it was a resolution." 

** I think it was," said the younger. ** It was a great misfor- 
tune to me that I should have been obliged to leave the House of 
Commons." 

** You should not feel it so." 

My whole life was there," said he who, as Plantagenet Pal- 
liser, had b«en so good a commoner. 

But your whole life should certainly not be there now, — nor* 
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your whole heart On you the circumstances of your birth have 
imposed duties quite as high, and I will say quite as useful, as any 
which a career in the House* of Commons can put within the 
reach of a man.” 

Do you think so, Duke ? ” 

Certainly I do. I do think that the England which we know 
could not be the England that she is but for the maintenance of 
a high-minded, proud, and self-denying nobility. And though 
with us there is no line dividing our very broad Aristocracy into 
two parts, a higher and a lower, or a greater and a smaller, or a 
richer and a poorer, nevertheless we all feel that the success of 
our order depends chiefly on the conduct of those whose rank is 
the highest and whose means are the greatest. To some few, 
among whom you are conspicuously one, wealth has been gfven 
so great and rank so high that much of th^, welfare of your 
country depends on the manner in which you bear yourself as the 
Duke of Omnium.” 

I would not wish to think so.” 

‘‘Your uncle so thought. And, though he was a man very 
different from you, not inured to work in his early life, with fewer 
attainments, probably a slower intellect, and whose general con- 
duct was inferior to your own,~I speak freely because the subject 
is important, — he was a man who understood his position and the 
requirements of his order very thoroughly. A retinue almost 
Royal, together with an expenditure which Royalty could not 
rival, secured .for him the respect of the nation.” 

“ Your life has not been as was his, and you have won a higher 
respect.” 

“ I think not. The greater part of my life was spent in the 
House of Commons, and my fortune was never much more than 
the tenth of his. But I wish to make no such comparison.” 

“ I must make it, if I am to judge which I would follow.” 

“ Pray understand me, my friend,” said the old man energeti- 
cally. “ I am not advising you to abandon public life in order 
that you may live in* repose as a great nobleman. It would not 
be in your nature to do so, nor could the country afford to lose 
your services. But you ilfeed not therefore take your place in the 
arena of politics as though you were still Plantagenet Palliser, with 
no other duties than those of a politician, — ^as you might SO well 
have done had your uncle's titles and wealth descended to a son.” 
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I iriigk they said the regretful Ihike. 

It oaonot be so. Your brother perhaps mshes that he wem 
a Duke, but it has been amaged otherwise. It is vaia to rej^iue. 
Your wife is unhapj^y because your uncle’s Garter was not at once 
given to you,” 

‘ “ Glencora is like other women, — of course,” 

‘*I share her feelings. Had Mr. Gresham consulted me, I 
should not have scrupled to tell him that it would have been for 
the welfare of his party that the Duke of Omnium should be 
graced with any and every honour in his power to besto\u. Lord 
Cantrip is my friend, almost as warmly as are you ; but the 
country would not have missed the ribbon from the breast of 
Lord Cantrip. Had you been more the Duke, and less the slave 
of your country, it would have been sent to you. Do I make you 
angry by speaking so ? ” 

, “ Not in the least. I have but one ambition.” 

And that is ?” 

** To be the serviceable slave of my country.” 

“ A man is more serviceable than a slave,” said the old man. 

‘‘ No ; no ; I deny it. I can admit much from you, but I cannot 
;^mit that. The politician who becomes the master of his country 
sinks from the statesman to the tyrant.” 

‘‘Wc misunderstand each other, my friend. Pitt, and Peel, and 
^Palmerston were not tyrants, though each assumed and held for 
himself to the last the mastery of which I speak. Smaller 
men, loo, have been slaves, have been as patriotic as they, but 
less useful, I regret that you should follow Mr. Bonteen in his 
office.” 

Because he was Mr. Bonteen.” 

All the circumstance of the transfer of office occasioned by 
your uncle’s death seem to me to make it undesirable. 1 would 
not have you make yourself too common. This very murder adds 
to the feeling. Because Mr, Bonteen has been lost to us, th< 
Minister has recourse to you.” 

** It was my own suggestion.” 

But who knows that it was so ? You, and I, and Mr. (keslun 
— and perhaps one or two others.” « 

“ It is loo late now, Duke ; and, to tell the truth of myself, no 
even 3 ^u can make me other than I am. My uncle’s life to me 
was always a problem which I could not understand. Were I to 
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attempt to walk in Im ways I should fail uttedy, and become 
absiini I do not feel tl^ disgrace of foBoinng Mr. Bonteen/' 

" I trust you may at least be less unfiirtunate/' 

** Well yes* I need not expect to be murdered in the streets 
because I am going to the Board of Trade. I shall have made no 
enemy by my political success.” 

^^You think that— -Mr. Finn — did do that deed?” asked the 
elder Duke. 

1 hardly know what I think. My wife is sure that he is inno- 
cent,” 

The Duchess is enthusiastic always.” 

‘‘ Many others think the same. Lord and Lady Chiltern are 
sure of tliat.” 

‘‘ They were always his best friends.” 

“ I am told that many of the lawyers are sure that it will be im- 
possible to convict him. If he be acquitted I shall strive to think 
him innocent. He will come back to the House, of course,” , 

‘‘ I should think he would apply for the Hundreds,” said the 
Duke of St. Bungay. 

“ I do not see why he should. I would not in liis place. If 
he be innocent, Vhy should he admit himself unfit for a seat in 
Parliament ? I tell you what he might do ; — resign, and then 
throw himself again upon his oousliUiency.” The other Duke 
shook his head, thereby declaring in his opinion that Phineas 
Finn was in truth the man who liad murdered Mr. Bonleen. 

When it was publicly known that the Duke of Omnium had 
stepped into Mr. BonteeiVs shoes, the general opinion certainly 
coincided with that given by the Duke of St. Bungay. It Wets not 
only that the late Chancellor of the Exchequer should not have 
consented to fill so low aA office, or that the Duke of Omnium 
should have better known his own place, or that he should not 
have succeeded a man so insignificant as Mr. Bonteen, These 
things, no donbt„ were said, — ^but more was said also. It was 
thought that he should not have gone to an office which had 
been rendered vacant by the murder of a man who had been 
placed there merely* to assist himself. If the present arrange- 
ment was good, why should it not have been made indepen- 
dently of Mr. Bonteen ? Questions were asked about it in both 
Houses, and the transfer no doubt did have the effect of lowering 
the ipan in the estimation of the political world. He himself 
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that he did not stand so high with his colleagues as. when 
be was Chancellor of theJExchequer ; i^t even so high as when 
he held the Privy Seal. In the printed lists of those who attended 
the Cabinets hisi|Mime generally was placed last, and an opponent 
on one occasion thought, or pretended to think, that he was no 
more than Postmaster-General. He determined to bear all this 
without wincing, — but he did wince. He would not own to him- 
self that he had been wrong, but he was sore, — as a man is sore 
who doubts about his own conduct ; and he was not the less so 
])ecausc he strove to bear his wife^s sarcasms without showing that* 
they pained him. 

They say that poor Lord Fawn is losing his mind,’' she said 
to him. 

“Lord Fawn ! I haven’t heard anything about it.” 

“ He was engaged to Lady Eustace once, you remember. They 
say that he’ll be made to declare why he didn’t marry her if 
this bigamy case goes on. And then it’s so unfortunate that he 
should have seen the man in the grey coat ; I hope he won’t have 
to resign.” 

“ I hope not, indeed.” 

“ Because, of course, you’d have to take hi^' place as Under- 
secretary.” This was very awkward; — but the husband only 
smiled, and expressed a hope that if he did so he might himself be 
equal to his new duties. “ By the bye, Plantaganet, what do you 
mean to do about the jewels ?” 

“ I haven’t thouglit about them. Madame Goesler had better 
take them.” 

“'But she won’t.” 

“ I suppose they had better be sold.” 

“ By auction ? ” 

“ That would be the proper -way.” 

“ I shouldn’t like that at all. Couldn’t we buy them ourselves, 
and let the money stand till she choose to take^t? It’s an affair 
of trade, I suppose, and you’re at the head of all that now.” Theli 
again she asked him ^ some question about the Home Secretary, 
with reference to Phineas Finn ; and when he told her that it 
w'ould be highly improper for him to’^speak to that officer on such 
a subject, she pretended to suppose that the impropriety would 
consist in the interference of a man holding so low a position as he 
was. “ Of course it is not the same now,” she said, “ as it used to 
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be wheii you were iat the Exchequer.” All which he took without 
uttering a word of anger, or showing a«ign of annoyance. “ You 
only get two thousand a year, do you, at the Board of Trade, 
Plantagenet?” 

“ Upon my word, I forget. 1 think it's two thousand five 
hundred.” 

How nice I It was five at the Exchequer, wasn't it ?” 

Yes ; five thousand at the Exchequer.” 

When you're a Lord of the Treasury it will only be one ; — 
will it?”* 

What a goose you are, Glencora. If it suited me to be a Lcrd, 
of the Treasury, what difference would the salary make ? " 

Not the least ; — nor yet the rank, or the influence, or the pres- 
tige, or the general fitness of things. “You are above all such 
sublinary ideas. ^ You would clean Mr. Gresham's shoes for him, 
if — the service of your country required it.” These last words she 
added in a tone of voice vcr>’^ similar to that which her husband 
himself used on occasions. 

“ I would even allow you to clean them, — if the service of the 
country required it,” said the Duke. 

But, though he was magnanimous, he was not happy, and per- 
haps the intense anxiety which his wife displayed as to the fate ol 
rhineas Eiitn added to his discomfort. The Duchess, as the 
Duke of St. Bungay had said, was enthusiastic, and he never foi 
a moment dreamed of teaching her to change her nature ; but ii 
would have been as well if her enthusiasm at the present momein 
could have been brought to display itself on some other subject 
He had been brought to feel that Phineas Finn had been treatec 
badly when the good things of Government w ere being given away, 
and that this had been caused by the jealous prejudices of the man 
who had been since murdered. But an expectant Under-Secretary 
of State, let him have been ever so cruelly left out in the cold, 
should not murder the man by whom he has been ill-treated. 
Looking at all the evidence as best he could, and listening to the 
opinions of others, the Duke did thmk.J:hat Phineas had been 
guilty. The murder had clearly been committed by a i)ersonal 
enemy, not by a i obber. * Two men w^ere known to have enter- 
tained feelings of enmity against Mr. Bonteen ; as to one of 
whom he was assured that it was impossible that he should have 
been on the spot. As to the other it seemed equally manifest that 
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MRS. BONTEEN 

At the lime of the murder Lady Eustace, whom we must regard 
as the wife of Mr. Emilius till it be proved that he had another 
wife when he married her, was living as the guest of Mr. Bonteen. 
Mr. Bonteen had pledged liimsclf to prove the Ingamy, and Mrs. 
Bonteen had opened her house and lier heart to tlie injured lady. 
Lizzy Eustace, as she had always been called, was clever, rich, and 
pretty, and knew well how to ingratiate herself with the friend of 
the hour. She was a greedy, gras]hng, little woman, but, when 
she had before her a siifilcient object, shctould appear to pour 
all that she had into her friend’s^ la]) Vvilh all the prodigality 
of a child. Perhaps Mrs, r>c)ntecn had liked to have things 
poured into herla]>. I’erhiqis Mr. Bonteen had enjoyed the con- 
fidential tears of a j)re tty woman. It may be that the wrongs of a 
v/oman doomed to live with Mr. Emilius as his wife had touched 
their hearts. Be that a.s it might, they hq^ become the acknow- 
ledged friends and sn])porters of Lady Eustace, and she was 
living with them in liieir little house in St. James's Place on 
that fatal night. 

Lizzie behaved herself ^cry well when the terrible tidings were 
brought home. Mr. Pontceii was so often late at the House or 
at his chil) tliat his wife rarely sat up for him ; and when the 
servants were disturbed between six and seven o’clock in the 
morning, no surprise had as yet been felt at his absence. The 
sergeant of police who had brought the news sent for th$ maid of 
llie unfortunate lady, and the maid, in he^l)a^ic, told her story to 
I.ady Eustace before daring to communicate it to her mistres^. 
Lizzie Eustace, who in former days had known something of 
l)olicemcn, saw the man, and learned from him all that there was 
to learn. Then, while the sergeant remained on the landing 
place, outside, to support her, if necessary, with the maid by her 
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sid^ to help her, kneeling by the bed, she told the wretched 
woman what had happened. We need not witness the paroxysms 
of the widoll^s misery, but we may understand that Lizzie Eustace 
was from that moment more strongly fixed than ever in her friend- 
ship with Mrs. Bonteen. 

When the first three or four days of agony and despair liad 
passed by, and the mind of the bereaved woman was able to tiim 
itself from the loss to the cause of the Joss, Mrs. Bonteen became 
fixed in her certainty that Phineas Finn had murdered her hus- 
band, and seemed to think that it was the first and p&ramount 
duty of • the present Government to have the murderer hung, — 
almost without a trial. When she found that, at the best, the 
execution of the man she so vehemently hated could not take 
place for two months after the doing of the deed, even, if then, 
she became almost frantic in her anger. Surely they would not 
let him escape 1 What more proof could be needed ? Had not 
the miscreant quarrelled with her husband, and behaved abomin- 
ably to him but a few minutes before the murder ? Had he not 
been on the spot witM the murderous instrument in his pocket ? 
Had he not been seen by Loud Fawn hastening on the steps of 
her dear and doomed husband ? Mrs. Bonteen, as she sat en* 
vcloped in her new weeds, thirsting for blood, could not under- 
stand that further evidence should be needed, or that a rational 
doubt should remain in the mind of any one who knew the cir- 
cumstances. It was to Jier as though she had seen the dastard 
blow struck, and with such conviction as this on her mind did she 
insist on talking of the coming trial to her inmate. Lady Eustace. 
But Lizzie had her own opinion, though she was forced to leave 
it unexprc.ssed in the presence of Lady ^Bonteen. She knew the 
man who claimed her as his wife, and did not think that Phineas 
Finn was guilty of the murder. Her Emilius, — her Yosef Mealyus, 
as she had delighted to call him, since she had separated herself 
from him, — was, as she thought, the very man to commit a murder. 
He was no means degraded in her opinion by the feeling. 
To commit great crimes is the line of life that comes naturally 
to, some men, and was, as she thought, a line less objectionable 
than that which confines itself to small crimes. She almost felt 
that the audacity of her husband in doing such a deed redeemed 
her from some of the ignominy to which she had subjected herself 
by her marriage tvith a runaway who had another wife living. 
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There was a dash of adventure about it whidi was almost gratify- 
ing. But these feelings she was obliged, at any rate for the 
present, to keep to herself. Not only must she ackniJ^vledge the 
undoubted guilt of Phineas Finn for the sake of her friend, Mrs. 
Bonteen; but she must consider carefully whether she would 
gain or lose more by having a murderer for her husband. She did 
not relish the idea of being made a widow by the gallows. She 
was still urgent as to the charge of bigamy, and should she succeed 
in proving that the man had never been her husband, then she 
did not c^e how soon they might^hang him. But for the present 
it was better for all reasons that she should cling to the Phineas 
Finn theory, — ^feeling certain that it was the bold hand of her own 
Emilius who had struck the blow. 

She was by no means free from the solicitations of her husband, 
who knew well where she was, and who still adhered to his pur- 
pose of reclaiming his wife and his wif^fs property. When he was 
released by the magistrate's order, and had recovered his goods 
from Mr. Meager’s house, and was once more established in 
lodgings, humbler, indeed, than those in Northumbettand Street, 
he wrote the following letter to her^who had been for one blessed 
year the partner of his joys, and his bosom’s mistress : — 

Jellybag Street, Edgwarc Road, 

“ May 26, 18 . 

• “Dearest Wife, — 

“ You will have heard to what additional sorrow and disgrace 
I have been subjected through the malice of my enemies. But 
all ifl vain I Though princes and potentates have been arrayed 
against me,” — the princes^and potentates had no doubt been Lord 
Chiltern and Mr. Low, — “ innocence has prevailed, and I have 
come out from the ordeal white as bleached linen or unsullied 
snow. The murderer is in the hands of justice, and though he be 
the friedd of kings and princes,” — Mr. Emilius had probably heard 
that the Prince had been at the club with Phineas, — •yet shall 
justice be done upon him, and the truth of the Lord shall be made 
to prevail. Mr. Bonteen has been very hostile to me, believing 
evil things of me, and instigating you, my beloved, to belieye evil 
of me. Nevertheless, I grieve for his death. I lament bitterly 
that he should have been cut off in his sins, and hurried before 
the judgment seat of the great Judge without an hour given to him 
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fot repentknct. Let ns pray that the mercy of the Lord may bd 
e^ttended ^en to him, I beg that yon will express my deepest 
cominiisseradon to his widow, and assure her that has mjr 
prayers. ' 

‘‘ And now, my dearest wife, let me approach my own afiairs; Atf ; 
I have come out unscorched from the last fiery furnace which has 
been heated for me by my enemies seven times hot, so shall I 
escape from that other fire with which the poor man who has gone 
from us endeavoured to envelop me. If they have made you 
believe that I have any wife btit yourself they have ihade you 
believe a falsehood. You, and you only, have my hand. You, 
and you only, have my heart. I know well what attempts are 
being made to suborn false evidence in my old country, and how 
the follies of my youth are being pressed against me, — how 
anxious are proud Englishmen that the poor Bohemian should be 
robbed of the beauty and wit and wealth which he had won for 
himself. But the I^ord fights on my side, and I shall certainly 
prevail. 

“ If you wtll come back to me all shall be forgiven. My heart 
is as it ever was. Come, and let us leave this cold and ungenial 
country and go to the sunny south ; to the islands of the blest,” — 
Mr. Emilius during his married life had nbt quite fathomed the 
depths of his wife’s character, though, no doubt, he had caught 
some points of it with sufficient accuracy, — “ where we may forget 
these blood-stained sorrows, and mutually forgive each other. 
What happiness, what joys can you expect in your present mode 
of life ? Even your income, — which in tnith is my income, — ^yoii 
cannot obtain, because the tenants will not dare to pay it in 
opposition to my legal claims. But of \yhat use is gold ? What 
can purple do for us, and fine linen, and rich jewels, without love 
and a contented heart ? Come, dearest, once more to your own 
one, who will never remember aught of the sad rupture which 
enemies have made, and we will hurry to the setting sun, and 
recline oAnossy banks, and give up our souls to Elysium.” As 
Lizzie read this she utteFod an exclamation ot disgust. ' Did the 
man after all know so little of her as to suppose that she, with all 
her experiences, did not know how to teep her own life and her 
own pocket separate from her romance ? She despised him for 
this, almost as much as she respected him for the murder. 

“ If you will only say that you will see me, I will be at your 
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feet in ^ moment. Till the solemnity with which the late tragical 
event must have filled you shall have left you leisure to think of 
all this, I will not force myself into your presence, or seek to 
secure by law rights which will be much dearer to me if they are 
accorded by your own sweet goodwill. And in the meantime, I 
will agree that the income shall be drawn, provided that it be 
equally divided between us. I have been sorely straitened in my 
circumstances by these last events. My congregation is of course 
dispersed. Though my innocence has been triumphantly dis- 
played, n!y name has been tarnished. It is with difficulty that I 
find a spot where to lay my weary head. I am ahungered and 
athirst ; — and my very garments are parting from me in my need. 
Can it be that you willingly doom me to such misery because of 
my love for you ? Had I been less true to you, it might have 
been otherwise. 

Let me havfe an answer at once, and I will instantly take steps 
about the money if you will agree. 

“ Your truly most loving husband, 

“ Joseph Emilius. 

‘^To Lady Eustace, wife of the Rev. Joseph Emilius,” 

When Lizzie had read the letter twice through she resolved 
that she would show it to her friend. “ I know it will reopen the 
floodgates of your grief,” she said ; ‘‘ but unless you see it, how 
can I ask from you the advice which is so necessary to me ? ” 
But Mrs. Bonteen was a woman sincere at any, rate in this, — that 
the loss of her husband had been to her so crushing a calamity 
that there could be no reopening of the floodgates. The grief 
that cannot bear allusion to its causes has generally something of 
affectation in its compos^ion. The floodgates with this widowed 
one had never yet been for a moment closed. It was not that 
her tears were ever flowing, but that her heart had never yet for 
a moment ceased to feel that its misery was incapable of allevia- 
tion. No utterances concerning her husband could make her 
more wretched than she was. She took the letter aftd read it 
through. ♦ I daresay he is a bad man,» said Mrs. Bonteen. 
^‘Indeed he is,” said the bad man^s wife. 

** But he was not guifty of this crime.” 

^‘Oh, no; — I am sure of that,” said I.ady Eustace, feeling 
certain at the same time that Mr. Bonteen had fallen by her 
husband’s hands. 
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iBiifttfhody kmms who did it now," said Lady Etistace, 

^ In^mous ruffian 1 My poor dear lost one always knew what 
he was. Oh that such a creature should have been allowed to 
come among us." 

Of course he’ll be hung, Mrs. ^onteen." 

Hung ! I should think so ! What other end would be fit for 
him ? Oh, yes ; they must hang him. But it makes one thinh 
that the world is too hard a place to live in, when such a one as 
he can cause so great a ruin." 

"It has been very terrible." 

“ Think what the country has lost 1 They tell me that the 
Duke of Omnium is to take my husband’s place ; but the Duke 
cannot do what he did. Every one knows that for real work 
there was no one like him. Nothing was more certain than that 
he would have been Prime Minister, — oh, very soon. They 
ought to pinch him to death with red-hot twee/ers." 

But lady Eustace was anxious at the present moment to talk 
about her own troubles. “ Of course, Mr. Emilius did not 
commit the murder." 

** Phineas Finn committed it," said the half-maddened woman 
rising from her chair. ‘^And Phineas linn shall hang by his neck 
till he is dead." 

“ But Emilius has certainly got another n ife in Prague." 

suppose you know. He said it w as so, and he was always right/' 
am sure of it, — just as you are sure of this horrid Mr. Finn." 

“ The two things can’t be named together, Lady Eustace." 

“ Ceitainly not I wouldn’t think of being so unfeeling. But 
he has written me this letter, and nhat must I do? It is very 
dreadful about the money, you know." 

“ He cannot touch } our money. My dear one always said tliat 
he could not touch it.’’ 

But h# prevents me from touching it. Wlmt they give me 
only comes by a sort of fevour from the lawyer. I alrtlost wish 
that I had compromised.” 

You would not be rid of him that way." 

« No ; — not quite rid of him. You see I never had to take 
that horrid name because of the title. I suppose I’d better send 
the letter to the lawyer." 
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done. *]^y tell me that the trial is to be on the 14th of Jwe. 
Why should they postpone it so long? They know all about it 
, They always postpone everything. If he had lived, there would 
be an end of that before long." 

Lady Eustace was tired of the virtues of her friend's maxtyred 
lord, and was very anxious to talk of her own affairs. She was 
still holding her husband's letter open ifi her hand, and was 
thinking how she could force her friend's dead lion to give place 
for a whild to her own live dog, when a servant announced that 
Mr. Camperdown, the attorney, was below. In former days there 
liad been an old Mr. Camperdown, who was vehemently hostile to 
IDOor Lizzie Eustace ; but now, in her new troubles, the firm that 
had ever been true to her first husband had taken up her case for 
the sake of the family and her property — ^and for the sake of the 
heir, Lizzie Eustace's little boy ; and Mr. Camperdown’s firm had, 
next to Mr. Bonteen, been the depository of her trust. He had 
sent clerks out to Prague, — one who had returned ill, — as some 
liad said poisoned, though the poison had probably been nothing 
more than the diet natural to Bohemians. And then another had 
been sent. This, of course, had all been previous to Madame 
Goesler's self-imposed mission, — which, though it was occasioned 
altogether by the suspected wickednesses of Mr. Eniilius, had no 
special reference to his matrimonial escapades. And now Mr. 
Camperdown was downstairs. ‘‘ Shall I go down to him, dear 
Mrs. Bonteen ? " 

He may come Iiere if you please." 

Perhaps I had better go down. He will disturb you." 

My darling lost one always thought that there should be two 
present to hear such matters. He said it was safe." Mr. Cam- 
perdown, junior, was therefore shown upstairs to Mrs. lion teen s 
drawing-room. 

We have found it all out. Lady Eustace," said Mr. Camper- 
down. 

“ Pound out what ?" 

‘‘ We've got Madame Mealyus over here.” 

No ! " said Mrs. Bonteen, with her hands raised. Lady 
Eustace sat silent, with her mouth open. 

“ Yes, indeed ; — and photographs of the registry of the marriage 
from the books of the synagogue at Cracow. His signature 
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was Yosef Mealyus, and his handwriting isn’t a bit altered. I 
think we could have proved it without the Jady ; but of course it 
was better to bring her if possible.” 

Where is she?” asked Lizzie, thinking that she would like to 
see her own predecessor. 

We have her safe, Lady Eustace. She’s not in custody ; but 
as she can’t speak a word of English or French, she finds it more 
comfortable to be kept* in private. We’re afraid it will cost a 
little money.” 

** Will she swear that she is his wife ? ” asked Mrs. Bonteen. 

Oh, yes ; there’ll be no difficulty about that. But her swear- 
ing alone mightn’t be enough.” 

Surely that settles it all,” said Lady Eustace. 

“ For the money that we shall have to pay,” said Mr. Camper- 
down, “ we might probably have got a dozen Bohem^n ladies to 
come and swear that they were married to Yosef Mealyus at 
Cracow. The difficulty has been to bring over documentary 
evidence which will satisfy a jury that this is the woman she says 
she is. But I think we’ve got it.” 

** And I shall be free I ” said Lady Eustace, clasping her hands 
together. 

It will cost a good deal, I fear,” said Mr. Camperdown. 

‘‘ But I shall be free ! Oh, Mr. Camperdown there is not a 
woman in all the world who cares so little for money as I do. 
But I shall be free from the power of that horrid man who has 
entangled me in the meshes of his sinful life.” Mr. Camperdown 
told her that he thought that she would be free, and went on 
to say that Yosef Mealyus had already been arrested, and was 
again in prison. The unfortunate man had not therefore enjoyed 
that humbler apartment which he had found for himself in Jelly- 
bag Street. 

When Mr. Camperdown went Mrs. Bonteen followed him out 
to the top of' the stairs. “You have heard about the trial, Mr. 
Camperdown? ” He said that he knew that it was to take place 
at the Central Criminal Court in June. “Yes; I don’t know why 
they have put it off so long. People k??ow that he did it — eh?” 
Mr. Camperdown, with funereal sadness, declared that he had 
never looked into the matter. “ I cannot understand that eveiy- 
body should know it,” said Mrs. Bonteen. 



CHAPTER XX., 

TWO DAYS BEFORE THE TRIAL. 

There was a scene in the private room of Mr. Wickerby, the 
attorney in Hatton Garden, which was very distressing indeed to 
the feelings of Lord Fawn, and which induced his lordship to 
think that he was being treated without that respect which was 
due to him as a peer and a member of the Government. There 
were present at this scene Mr. Chaffanbrass, the old barrister, 
Mr. Wickerby himself, Mr. Wickerby’s confidential clerk, Lord 
Fawn, Lord Fawn's solicitor, — that same Mr. Camperdown whom 
wc saw in the last chapter calling upon Lady Eustace, — and a 
policeman. Lord Fawn had been invited to attend, with many 
protestations of regret as to the trouble thus imposed upon him, 
because the very importanlk nature of the evidence about to be 
given by him at the forthcoming trial seemed to render it expe- 
dient that some questions should be asked. This was on Tues- 
day, the 22nd June, and the trial was to be commenced on the 
following Thursday. And there ivas present in the room, very 
conspicuously, an old heavy grey great coat, as to which Mr. 
Wickerby had instructed Mr. Chaffanbrass that evidence was 
forthcoming, if needed, prove that that coat was lying on the 
liight of the murder in a downstairs room in the house in which 
Yosef Mealyus -was then lodging. The reader will remember the 
history of the coat. Instigated by Madame Goesler, who was 
still absent from England, Mr. Wickerby had traced the coat, and 
had purchased the coat, and was in a position to pipve that this 
very coat w^as the coat which Mr. Mdager had brought home 
with him to Northumberfend Street on that day. But Mr. 
Wickerby was of opinion*that the coat had better not be used. 

It does not go far enough,” said Mr. Wickerby. It don't go 
very far, certainly,'' said Mr. Chaffanbrass. And if you try to 
show that another man has done it, and he hasn't,” said Mr. 
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Wickerby, ** It always tells against you with a jury/' To this Mr* 
Chaffanbrass made no reply, preferring to form his own opinion, 
and to keep it to himself when formed. But in obedience to his 
instructions, Lord Fawn was asked to attend at Mr. Wickerb/s 
chambers, in the cause of truth, and the coat was brought out on 
the occasion. Was that tlie sort of coat the man wore, my 
lord ? " said Mr. Chaffanbrass as Mr. Wickerby held up the coat 
to view. Lord Fawn walked round and round the coat, and 
looked at it very carefully before he would vouchsafe a reply. 
“ You see it is a grey coat,” said Mr. Chaffanbrass, hot speak- 
ing at all in the tone which Mr. Wickerb/s note had induced 
Lord Fawn to expect. 

* “ It is grey,” said Lord Fawn. 

Perhaps it's not the same shade of grey, Lord Fawn. You 
see, my lord, we are most anxious not to impute guilt where guilt 
doesn’t lie. You are a witness for the Crown, and, of course, you 
will tell the Crown lawyers all that passes here. Were it possible 
we would^nake this little preliminary inquiry in their presence ; — 
but we can hardly do that. Mr. Finn’s coat w^as a very much 
smaller coat.” 

** 1 should think it was,” said his lordship, who did like being 
questioned about coats. 

“ You don’t think the coat the man wore when you saw him 
was a big coat like that ? You think he wore a little coat ?” 

He wore a grey coat,” said Lord Fawn, 

This is grey ; — a coat shouldn’t be greyer than that.” 

“ I don’t think Lord Fawn should be asked any more questions 
on the matter till he gives his evidence in epurt,” said Mr. Cam- 
perdown. 

‘‘ A man’s life depends on it, Mr. Camperdown,” said the bar- 
rister. It isn’t a matter of cross-examination. If I bring that 
coat into court I must make a charge against another man by the 
very act of doing so. And I will not do so unless I believe that 
pther man to be guilty. It’s an inquiry I can’t postpone till we 
are before the jury. It# isn’t that I want to trump up a case 
against another man for the sake of* extricating my client on a 
false issue. Lord Fawn doesn’t want tb hang Mr. Finn if Mr. 
Finn be not guilty.” 

‘‘God forbid ! ” said his lordship. 

** Mr, Finn couldn’t have worn that coat, or a coat at all like it.” 
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^ What is it you do want to learn, Mr, Chaffanbrass?” asked 
Mr. Camperdown, 

Just put on th A:oat, Mr. Scruby.*' Then at the order of the 
barrister, Mr. Scniby, the attorney’s clerk, did put on Mr. 
Meager’s old great coat, and walked about the room in it. 

Walk quick,” said Mr. Chaffanbrass ; — ^and the clerk did walk 
quick.” He was a stout, thick-set little man, nearly half a foot 
shorter than Phineas Finn. ** Is that at all like the figure ? ” 
asked Mr. Chaffanbrass. 

I think it is like the figure,” said Lord Fawn. 

“ And like the coat ? ” 

“ It’s the same colour as the coat.” 

You wouldn’t swear it was not the coat?” 

I am not on my oath at all, Mr. Chaffanbrass.” , 

“No, my lord ; — but to me your word is as good as your oath. 

If you think it possible that was the coat ” 

“ I don’t think anything about it all. When Mr. Scruby hurries 
down thd room in that way he looks as the man looked when he 
was hurrying under the lamp-post. I am not disposed to say any 
more at present.” 

“ It s a matter of regret to me that Lord Fawn should have 
come here at all,” said Mr. Camperdown, who had been summoned 
to meet his client at the chambers, but had come with him. 

“ I suppose his lordship wishes us to know all that he knew, 
seeing that it’s a question of hanging the right man or the wron^ 
one. I never heard such trash iq my life. Take it off, Mr. 
Scruby, and let the policeman keep it. I understand Lord Fawn 
to say that the man’s figure was about the same as yours. My 
client, I believe, stands about twelve inches taller. Thank you, 
my lord ; — ^we shall get at the truth at last, I don't doubt.” It 
was afterwards said that Mr. Chaffanbrass’s conduct had been 
very improper in enticing Lord Fawn to Mr, Wickerby’s cham- 
bers j but Mr. Chaffanbrass never cared what any one said. “ I 
don’t know that we can make much of it,” he said, when he and 
Mr. Wickerby were alone, “ but it may l)e as well to bring it into 
court. It would prove nothing against the Jew even if that 
fellow,” — he meant Lord Fawn, — “ could be made to swear that 
the coat worn was exactly similar to this. I am thinking now 
about the height.” 

“ I don’l doubt but you’ll get him off,” 



** Well ; — I may do so. They ougjit not to hang ^y man on 
sudh evidence as them is against him, even tbo%h them were no 
thotal doubt of his guilt. There is nothing tlally to connect Mr. 
Phineas Firm with the murder, --4iothing tangible. But there is no 
saying nowadays what a jury will do. Juries depend a great deal 
more on the judge than they used to do. If I were on trial for my 
life, I don't think I'd have counsel at all." 

“ No one could^defend you as well as yourself, Mr. .Chaffan- 
brass.” 

I didn't mean that. No; — I should'nt defend myself. I 
should say to the judge, ^ My lord, I don't doubt the jury will do 
just as you tell them, and you'll form your own opinion quite in- 
dependent of the arguments." 

“ You'd be hung, Mr. Chaffanbrass." 

“ No ; I don't know that I should," said Mr. Chaffanbrass, 
slowly. I don't think I could affront a judge of the present day 
into hanging me. They've too much of what I call thickskinned 
honesty for that. It's the temper of the time to resent Nothing, — 
to be mealy-mouthed and mealy-hearted. Jurymen are afraid, of 
having their own opinion, and almost always shirk a verdict when 
they can." 

But we do get verdicts." 

Yes ; the judges give them. And they are mealy-mouthed 
verdicts, tending to equalise crime and innocence, and to make 
men think that after all it may be a question whether fraud is vio- 
lence, which, after all, is manly, and to feel that we cannot afford 
to hate dishonesty. It was a bad day for the commercial world, 
Mr. Wickerby, when forgery ceased to be capital." 

“ It was a horrid thing to hang a man Jor writing another man's 
name to a receipt for thirty shillings." 

“ We didn't do it, but the fact that the law held certain frauds 
to be hanging matters operated on the minds of men in regard to 
all fraud. What with the joint-stock working of companies, and 
the confusion between directors who know nothing and managers 
who know everything, and the dislike of juries to tread upon 
people's corns, you can't punish dishonest trading. Caveat emptor 
is the only motto going, and the worst pfoverb that evtr came from 
dishonest stony-hearted Rome. With such a matter as that to 
guide us no man dare trust his brother. Caveat lex, — and let the 
man who cheats cheat at his peril" 
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** You^d give the law a great deal to do.” 

“ Much less than at present. What idoes your Caveat emptor 
come to ? That every seller tries to pick the eyes out of the head 
of the purchaser. Sooner or later the law must interfere, and 
Caveat emptor falls to the ground. I bougl^t a horse the other 
day ; my daughter wanted something to look pretty, and like an old 
ass as I am I gave a hundred and fifty pounds for the brute. When 
he came^home he wasn’t worth a feed of corn.” 

** You had a warranty, I suppose ? ” 

No, indeed ! Did you ever hear of such an old fool ? ” 

“ I should have thought any dealer would have taken him back 
for the sake of his character.” 

Any dealer would ; but — I bought him of a gentleman.” 

‘‘Mr. Chaffanbrass!” 

I ought to have known better, oughtn’t I ? Caveat emptor.” 

It was just giving away your money, you know.” 

“ A great deal worse than that. I could have given the — ^gen- 
tleman — 2 l hundred and fifty pounds, and not have minded it 
much. I ought to have had the horse killed, and gone to a 
dealer for another. Instead of that, — I went to an attorney,” 

“ Oh, Mr. Chaffanbrass ; — ^the idea of your going to air 
attorney.” 

“ 1 did then. I never had so much honest truth told me in my 
life.” 

“ By an attorney !” 

“ He said that he did think I’d been born long enough to have 
known better than that ! ^ I pleaded on my own behalf that the 
gentleman said the horse was all right. ‘ Gentleman !’ exclaimed 
my friend. ‘You go to a gentleman for a horse ; you buy a horse 
from a gentleman without a warranty ; and then you come to 
me ! Didn’t you ever hear of Caveat emptor, Mr. Chaffanbrass ? 
What can I do for you ? ’ That’s ^what my friend, ithe attorney, 
said to me.” 

“ And what came of it, Mr. Chaffanbrass ? Arbitration, I should 
say ? ” 

“Just that; — with the horse eating his head off every meal at 
ever so much per week,*^till at last I fairly gave in from sheer 
vexation. So the — ^gentleman — ^got my money, and I added some- 
thing to iny stock of experience. Of course, that’s only my story, 
and it may be that the gentleman could tell it another way. But I 
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say tliat if my story be right the doctrine of Caveat emptor does 
not encourage trade. I don't know how we got to all this from 
Mr. Finn. I'm to see him to-morrow.” 

** Yes ; — he is very anxious to speak* to you.” 

‘‘What's the usa of it, Wickerby? I hate seeing a client. — 
What comes of it ?” 

“ Of course he wants to tell his own story.” 

“ But I don't want to hear his own story. What good will his 
own story do me ? He'll tell me either one of two things. Hell 
swear he didn't murder the man ** 

“ That's what he'll say.” 

“ Which can haye no effect upon me one way or the other ; or 
else he'll say that he did, — which would cripple me altogether.” 

“ He won't say that, Mr. Chaffanbrass.” 

“There's no knowing what they'll say. A man will go on 
swearing by his God that he is innocent, till at last, in a moment 
of emotion, he breaks down, and out comes the truth. In such a 
case as this I do not in the least want to know the truth about the 
murder." 

“ That is what the public wants to know.” 

“ Because the public ,is ignorant. The public should not wish 
to know anything of the kind. What we should all wish to get 
at is the truth of the evidence about the murder. The man is to 
be hung not because he committed the murder, — as to wh;.ch no 
positive knowledge is attainable ; but because he has been proved 
to have committed the murder, — as to which proof, though it be 
enough for hanging, there must always be attached some shadow 
of doubt. We were delighted to hang Palmer, — ^but we don't 
know that he killed Cook. A learned who knew more about 
it than we can know seemed to think that he didn't. Now the 
last man to give us any useful insight into the evidence is the 
prisoner hinffeelf. In nineteen cases out of twenty a man tried for 
murder in this country committed the murder for which he is 
tried.” 

“ There really seems to be a doubt in this case.” 

“ I dare say. If there be only nineteen guilty out of twenty, 
there must be one innocent; and why' not Mr. Phineas Finn? 
But, if it be so, he, burning with the sense of injustice, thinks that 
everybody should see it as he sees it. He is to be tried, because, 
on investigation, everybody sees it just in a different light. In 
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such case he is unfortunate, but he can't assist me in liberating 
him from his misfortune. He sees what is patent and clear to 
him, — ^thg-t he walked home on that night without meddling with 
any one. But I can't see that, or make others see it, because he 
sees it." 

‘‘ His manner of telling you may do something." 

** If it do, Mr. Wickerby, it is because I am unfit for my business. 
If he have the gift of protesting well, I am to think him innocent ^ 
and, therefore, to think him guilty, if he be unprovided witfi 
such eloquence ! I will neither believe or disbelieve anything 
that a client says to me, — ^unless he confess his guilt, in which 
case my services can be but of little avail. Of course I shall see 
him as he asks it. We had better meet then, — say at half-past 
ten." Whereupon Mr. Wickerby wrote to the governor of the 
prison begging that Phineas Finn might be informed of the visit. 

Phineas had now been in gaol between six and seven weeks,, 
and the very fact of his incarceration had nearly broken his 
spirits. Two of his sisters, who had come from Ireland to be 
near him, saw him every day, and his two friends, Mr. Low and 
Lord Chiltern, were very frequently with him ; Lady Laura 
Kennedy had not come to him again ; but he heard from her 
frequently through Barrington Erie. Lord Chiltern rarely spoke 
of his sister, — alluding to her merely in connection with her father 
and her late husband. Presents still came to him from various 
quarters, — ^as to which he hardly knew whence they came. But 
the Duchess and Lady Chiltern and Lady Laura all catered for 
him, — ^while Mrs. Bunce looked after his wardrobe, and saw that 
he was not cut down to prison allowance of clean shirts and 
socks. But the only friend whom he recognised as such was 
the friend who v/ould freely declare a conviction of his innocence. 
They allowed him books and pens and paper, and even cards, if 
he chose to play at Patience with them or build castles. The 
paper and pens he could use because he could write about him 
self. From day to day he composed a diary in which he was 
never tired of expatiating on the terribly injustice of his position. 
But he could not read. He found it to be impossible to fix his 
attention on matters oiftside himself. He assured .himself from 
hour to hour that it was not death he feared, — not even death 
from the hangman's hand. It was the condemnation of those 
who had known him that was so terrible to him; — the feeling 
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that they ^ith whom he had aspired to work and live, the ieading 
men and women of his day, ministers of the Government and 
their wives, statesmen and their daughters, peers and members 
of the House in which he himself had sat : — that these should 
think that after all he had been a base adventurer unworthy of 
their society ! That was the sorrow that broke him down, and 
drew him to confess that his whole life had been a failure. 

^ Mr. Low had advised him not to see Mr. ChafFanbrass ; — but 
he had persisted in declaring that there were instructions which 
no one but himself could give to the counsellor whose duty it 
would be to defend him at the trial. Mr. Chaifanbrass came at 
the hour fixed, and with him came Mr. Wickerby. The old 
barrister bowed courteously as he entered the prison room, and 
the attorney introduced the two gentlemen with more than all the 
courtesy of the outer world. “ I am sorry to see you here, Mr, 
Finn,'' said the barrister. 

“ It's a bad lodging, Mr. Chaffanbrass, but the term will soon 
be over. I am thinking a good deal more of my next abode." 

“ It has to be thought of, certainly," said the barrister. Let 
us hope that it may be all that you would wish it to be. My 
services shall not be wanting to make it so." 

“ We are doing all we can, Mr. Finn," said Mr. Wickerby. 

“ Mr. Chaffanbrass," said Phineas, “ there is one special thing 
that I want you to do." The old man, having his own idea as to 
what was coming, laid one of his hands over the other, bowed his 
head, and looked meek. “ I want you to make men believe that 
I am innocent of this crime.” 

This was better than Mr. Chaffanbrass expected. “ I trust that 
we may succeed in making twelve men b^ilieve it,” said he. 

“ Comparatively I do not care a straw for the twelve men. It 
is not to them especially that I am anxious that you should 
ad4ress yourself " 

‘‘ But that will be my boimden duty, Mr. Finn." 

“ I can well believe, sir, that though I have myself been bred 
a lawyer, I may not ahogether understand the nature of an 
advocate’s duty to his client. But I would wish something more 
to be done than what you intimate." 

“The duty of an advocate defending a prisoner is to get a 
verdict of acquittal if he can, and to use his own discretion in 
making the attempt" 
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But I want something more to be attempted, even if in the 
struggle something less be achieved. I have known men to be so 
acquitted that every man in court believed them to be guilty.” 

No doubt ; — and such men have probably owed much to their 
advocates.” 

It is not such a debt that I wish to owe. I know my own 
innocence.” 

“ Mr. ChafFanbrass takes that for granted,” said Mr. Wickerby. 

“ To me it is a matter of astonishment that <eny human being 
should bfiieve me to have committed this murder. I am lost in 
surprise when I remember that I am here simply because I walked 
home from ray club with a loaded stick in my pocket. The 
magistrate, I suppose, thought me guilty.” 

** He did not think about it, Mr. Finn. He went by the evi- 
dence j — the quarrel, your position in the streets at the time, the 
colour of the coat you wore and that of the coat worn by the man 
whom Lord Fawn saw in the street ; the doctor’s evidence as to 
the blows by which the man was killed ; and the nature of the 
weapon which you carried. He put these things together, and 
they were enough to entitle the public to demand that a jury 
should decide. He didn’t say you were guilty. He only said 
that the circumstances were sufficient to justify a trial.” 

“If he thought me innocent he would not have sent me 
here.” 

“ Yes, he would ; — if the evidence required that he should do 
so.” 

“ We will not argue about that, Mr. Chaffanbrass.” 

“ Certainly not, Mr. lann.” 

“ Here I am, and to-i?ion*ow I shall be tried for my life. My 
life will be nothing to me unless it can be made clear to all the 
world that I am innocent. I would be sooner hung for this, — 
with the certainty at my heart that all England on the next day 
would ring with the assurance of my innocence, than be acquitted 
and afterwards be looked upon as a murderer.” Phineas, when he 
was thus speaking, had stepped out into* the middle of the room, 
and stood with his head thrown back, and his right hand forward. 
Mr. Chaffanbrass, who was himself an ugly, dirty old man, who 
had always piqued himself on being indifferent to appearance, 
lound himself struck by the beauty and grace of the man whom 
he now saw for the first time. And he was struck, too, by his 
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clients eloquence, though he had expressly declared to the attorney 
that it was his duty to be superior to any such influence. Oh, 
Mr. Chaflanbrass, for the love of Heaven, let there be no 
quibbling.” 

We never quibble, I hope, Mr. Finn.” 

“No subterfuges, no escaping by a side wind, no advantage 
taken of little forms, no objection taken to this and that as though 
delay would avail us anything.” 

“ Character will go a great way, we hope.” 

“ It should go ibr nothing. Though no one woul(i speak a 
word for me, still am I innocent. Of course the truth will be 
known some day.” 

“ I'm not so sure of that, Mr. Finn.” 

“ It will certainly be known some day. That it should not be 
known as yet is my misfortune. But in defending me I would 
have you hurl defiance at my accusers. I had *the stick in my 
pocket, — having heretofore been concerned witli ruffians in the 
street. I did quarrel with the man, having been insulted by him 
at the club. The coat which I wore was such as they say. But 
does that make a murderer of me ?” 

“ Somebody did the deed, and that somebody could probably 
say all that you say.” 

“ No, sir ; — he, when he is known, will be found to have been 
skulking in the streets ; he will have thrown away his weapon ; 
he will have been secret in his movements ; he will have hidden 
his face, and have been a murderer in more than the deed. When 
they came to me in the morning did it seem to them that I was a 
murderer? Has my life been like that? They who have really* 
known me cannot believe that I have ‘"been guilty. They who 
have not known me, and do believe, will live to learn their 
error.” 

He then sat down and listened patiently while the old lawyer 
described to him the nature of the case, — wherein lay his danger, 
and wherein what hope there was of safety. There was no evi- 
dence against him other than circumstantial evidence, and both 
judges and jury were wont to be unwilling to accept such, when 
uncorroborated, as sufficient in cases of life and death. Unfor- 
tunately, in this case the circumstantial evidence was very strong 
against him. But, on the other hand, his character, as to which 
men of great mark would speak with enthusiasm, would be made 
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to stand very high. I would not have it made to stand higher 
than it is/^ said Phineas. As to the opinion of the world after- 
wards, Mr. ChafFanbrass went on to say, of that he must take his 
chance. But surely he himself might fight better for it living 
than any friend could do for him after his death. “ You must 
believe me in this, Mr. Finn, that a verdict of acquittal from the 
jury is the one object that we must have before us.^^ 

The one object that I shall have before me is the verdict of 
the public," said Phineas. I am treated with so much injustice 
in being thought a murderer that they can hardly add an5rthing to 
it by hanging me." 

When Mr. ChafFanbrass left the prison he walked back with 
Mr. Wickerby to the attorney’s chambers in Hatton Garden, and 
he lingered for awhile on the Viaduct expressing his opinion of 
his client. “ He’s not a bad fellow, Wickerby." 

A very good sort of fellow, Mr. ChafFanbrass." 

“ I never did, — and I never will, — express an opinion of my 
own as to the guilt or innocence of a client till after the trial is 
over. But I have sometimes felt as though I would give the blood 
out of my veins to save a man. I never felt in that way more 
strongly than I do now." 

It’ll make me very unhappy, I know, if it goes against him," 
said Mr. Wickerby. 

People think that the special branch of the profession into 
which I have chanced to fall is a very low one, — and I do not 
know whether, if the world were before me again, I would allow 
myself to drift into an exclusive practice in criminal courts." 

Your’s has been a very useful life, Mr. ChafFanbrass." 

But I often feel," continued the barrister, paying no attention 
to the attorney’s last remark, ‘‘ that my work touches the heart 
more nearly than does that of gentlemen who have t# deal with 
matters of property and of high social claims. People think I 
am savage, — savage to witnesses." 

You can frighten a witness, Mr. ChafFanbrass.” 

It’s just the trick of the trade that you learn, as a girl learns 
the notes of her piano. There’s nothing in it. You forget it all 
the next hour. But when a man has been hung whom you have 
striven to save, you do remember that. Good morning, Mr. 
Wickerby. I’ll be there a little before ten. Perhaps you may 
have to speak to me." 



CHAPTER XXL 

THE BEGINNING OF THE TRIAL. 

The task of seeing an important trial at the Old Bailey is by 
no means a pleasant business, unless you be what the denizens of 
the Court would call ‘^one of the swells,'^ — so as to enjoy the 
privilege of being a benchfellow with the judge on the seat of 
judgment. And even in that case the pleasure is not unalloyed. 
You have, indeed, the gratification of seeing the man whom all 
the world has been talking about for the last nine days, face to 
face, and of being seen in a position which causes you to be 
acknowledged as a man of mark ; but the intolerable stenches of 
the Court and' its horrid heat come up to you there, no doubt, as 
powerfully as they fall on those below. And then the tedium of a 
prolonged trial, in which the points of interest are apt to be few 
and far between, grows upon you till you begin to feel that though 
the Prime Minister who is out should murder the Prime Minister 
who is in, and all the members of the two Cabinets were to be 
called in evidence, you would not attend the trial, though the seat 
of honour next to the judge were accorded to you. Those 
bewigged ones, who are the performers, are so insufferably long in 
their parts, so arrogant in their bearing, — ^so it strikes you, though 
doubtless the fashion of working has been found to be efficient 
for the puif)oses they liave in hand, — and so uninteresting in their 
repetition, that you first admire, and then question, and at last 
execrate the imperturbable patience of the judge, who might, as 
you think, force the thing through in a quarter of the time with- 
out any injury to justice. And it will probably strike you that 
the length of the trial is proportioned not to the complicity but to 
the importance, or rather to the public Interest, of the case, — so* 
that the trial which has been suggested of a disappointed and 
bloody-minded ex-Prime Minister would certainly take at least a 
fortnight, even though the Speaker of the House of Commons and 
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the Lord Chancellor had seen the blow struck, whereas a collier 
may knock his wife's brains out in the dark and be sent to the gallows 
with a trial that shall not last three hours. And yet the collier has 
to be hung, — if found guilty, — and no one thinks that his life is 
improperly endangered by reckless haste. Whether lives may not 
be improperly saved by the more lengthened process is another 
question. 

But the honours of such benchfellowship can be accorded but 
to few, and the task becomes very tiresome when the spectator 
has to enter the Court as an ordinary mortal. There are two 
modes open to him, either of which is subject to grievous penal- 
ties. If he be the possessor of a decent coat and hat, and can 
scrape any acquaintance with any one concerned, he may get in- 
troduced to that overworked and greatly perplexed official, the 
under-sheriff, who will stave him off if possible, — knowing that 
even an under-sheriff cannot make space elastic, — ^but, if the 
introduction has been acknowledged as good, will probably find a 
seat for him if he persevere to the end. But the seat when 
obtained must be kept in possession from morning to evening, 
and the fight must be renewed from day to day. And the 
benches are hard, and the space is narrow, and you feel that the 
under-sheriff ^vould prod you Avith his sword if you ventured to 
sneeze, or to put to your lips the flask which you have in your 
]>ocket. And then, when all the benchfellows go out to lunch at 
half-past one, and you are left to eat your dry sandwich without 
room for your elbows, a feeling of unsatisfied ambition will per- 
vade you. It is all very well to be the friend of an under-sheriff, 
but if you could but have known the judge, or have been a 
Cousin of the real sheriff, ^^ow different it might have been with 
you! 

But you may be altogether independent, and, as a matter of 
right, walk into an open English court of law as one of the British 
l)ublic. You will have to stand of course, — and to com- 
mence standing very early in the morning if you intend to suc- 
ceed in witnessing any portion of the performance. And when 
you have made once good your entrance as one of the British 
public, you are apt to be a good deal knocked about, not only by 
your public brethren, but also by those who have to keep the 
avenues free for witnesses, and who will regard you fi'om first to 
last as a disagreeable excrescence on the officialities of the work 





oa Upon the whole? it may be better for yon, pe^hap^^ to 

$tay ^ hotOe and read the record of the aifaii^ as given in the 
Beset day’s Times. Impartial reporters, judicious readers, and 
able editors between them will preserve for you all the kernel, 
and will save you from the necessity of having to deal with the shell* 
At this trial there were among the. crowd who succeeded in 
entering the Court three persons of our acquaintance who had 
resolved to overcome the various difficulties. Mr. Monk, who 
had formerly been a 'Cabinet Minister, was seated on the bench, — 
subject, indeed, to the heat and stenches, but privileged to eat 
the lunch. Mr. Quintus Slide, of The People’s Banner, — 
who knew the Court well, for in fonner days he had worked 
many an hour in it as a reporter, — ^had obtained the good graces 
of the under-sheriff. And Mr. Bunce, with all the energy of the 
British public, had forced his way in among the crowd, and had 
managed to wedge himself near to the dock, so that he might be 
able by a hoist of the neck to see his lodger as he stood at the 
bar. Of these three men, Bunco was assured that the prisoner 
was innocent, — led to such assurance partly by belief in the man, 
and partly by an innate spirit of opposition to all exercise of 
restrictive power. Mr. Quintus Slide was certain of the prisoner’s 
guilt, and gave himself considerable credit for having assisted in 
running down the criminal. It seemed to be natural to Mr. 
Quintus Slide that a man who had openly quarrelled with the 
Editor of The People’s Banner should come to the gallows. 
Mr. Monk, as Phineas himself well knew, had doubted. He had 
received the suspected murderer into his warmest friendship, and 
was made miserable even by his doubts. Since the circumstances 
of the case had come to his knowledge,(4:hey had weighed upon his 
mind so as to sadden his whole life. But he was a man who coyld 
not make his reason subordinate to his feelings. If the evidence 
against his friend was strong enough to send his friend for trial, 
how should he dare to discredit the evidence because the man was 
his friend ? He had visited Phineas in prison, and Phineas had 
accused him of doubting. ‘‘ You need not answer me,” the un- 
happy man had said, “ but do not come unless you are able to tell 
me from your heart that you are surd* of my innocence. There 
is no person living who could comfort me by such assurance as you 
could do.” Mr. Monk had thought about it very much, but he 
had not repeated his visit 
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At a '<{Dattar past ten the Chief Justice was on the bench, with 
a second judge to help him^ and with lords and distinguished 
commoners and great City magnates crowding the long seat 
between him and the doorway ; the court was full, so that you 
would say that another head could not be made to appear ; and 
Phineas Finn, the member for Tankerville, was in the dock. Bar- 
rington Erie, who was there to see, — as one of the great ones, of 
course, — told the Duchess of Omnium that night that Phineas 
was thin and pale, and in many respects an altered man, — ^but 
handsomef than ever. 

‘‘ He bore himself well ? ” asked the Duchess. 

“ Very well, — ^veiy well indeed. We were there for six hours, 
and he maintained the same demeanour throughout. He ne?er 
spoke but once, and that was when Chaffanbrass began his fight 
about the jury.” 

‘‘ What did he say ? ” 

He addressed the judge, interrupting Slope, who was arguing 
that some man would make a very good juryman, and declared 
that it was not by his wish that any objection was raised against 
any gentleman.” 

What did the judge say ? ” 

Told him to abide by his counsel. The Chief Justice was very 
civil to him, — indeed better than civil.” 

** We'll have him down to Matching, and make ever so much of 
him,” said the Duchess. 

Don't go too fast. Duchess, for he may have to hang poor 
Phineas yet.” 

“ Oh dear ! I wish you wouldn't use that word. But what did 
he say ? ” 

He told Finn that as he had thought fit to employ counsel for 
his defence, — in doing which he had undoubtedly acted wisely, — he 
must leave the case to the discretion of his counsel.” 

“ And then poor Phineas was silenced ? ” 

‘‘ He s]:)oke another word. ‘ My lord,' said he, ‘ I for my part 
wish that the first twelve men on the list^ might be taken.' But 
old Chaffanbrass went on just the same. It took them two 
hours and a half before they could swear a jury.” 

“ But, Mr. Erie, — taking it altogether, — which way is it 
going?” 

“ Nobody can even guess as yet. There was ever so much 



PHIMEAS EEDUX* 


delay besides that about the jury. It seemed that somebody had 
celled him Phinees instead of Phineas^ and that took half an hoar, 
They begin with the quarrel at the dub, and are to call the fhst 
witna» to-morrow looming. They are to examine Rader about the 
quailfel, and FitsGibbon, and Monk, and, I believe, old Bouncer, 
the man who writes, you know. They all heard what took 
idacc." 

‘^So did you?" 

I have managed to escape that. They can’t very 'well ex- 
amine all the club. But I shall be called afterwards to what 
took place at the doojr. They will begin with Rader." 

Everybody knows there was a quarrel, and that Mr, Bonteen 
had been drinking, and that he behaved as badly as a man could 
behave." 

‘‘It must all be proved, Duchess." 

“ 111 tell you wliEijt, Mr. Erie. If, — if, — ^if this ends badly for 
Mr. Finn 111 wear mourning to the day of my death. Ill go to 
the Drawing Room in mourning, to show what I think of it." 

Lord Chiltera, who was also on the bench, took his account of 
the trial home to his wife and sister in Portman Square, At this 
time Miss Palliser was staying with them, and the three ladies 
were together when the account was brought to them. In that 
house it was taken as doctrine that Phineas Finn was innocent. 
In the presence of her brother, and before her sister-in-law’s 
visitor, Lady Laura had learned to be silent on the subject, and 
she now contented herself with listening, knowing that she could 
relieve herself by speech when alone with Lady Chiltem. “ I 
never knew anything so tedious in my life," said the master of the 
Brake hounds. “ They have not done anything yet." 

“ I suppose they have made their speeches ? " said his wife. 

“ Sir Gregory Grogram opened the case, as they call it ; and a 
very strong case he made of it. I never believe anything that a 
lawyer says when he has a wig on his head and a fee in his hand. 
I prepare myself beforehand to regard it all as mere words, sup- 
plied at so much the thousand. I know hell say whatever he 
thinks most likely to forward his own views. But upon my word 
he put it very strongly. He bremght it all within so very short a 
space of time 1 Bonteen and Finn left the club within a minute 
of each other. Bonteen must have been at the top of the pas- 
sage five minutes afterwards, and Phineas at that moment could 
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not have hmi above two hundred yards from hiim lliere can 
be no doubt of that” 

" Oswald, you don't mean to say that it's going against him I 
exclaimed l 4 tdy Chiltem.,* 

" It's not going any way at present The witnesses have not been 
extoined. But so far, I suppose, the Attorney-General was right. 
He has got to prove it all, but so mucli no doubt he. can prove. 
He can prove that the man was killed with some blunt weapon, 
such as Finn had. And he can prove that exactly at the same 
time a man«was running to the spot very like to Finn, and that by 
a route which would not have been his route, but by using which 
lie could have placed himself at that moment where the man was 
seen.” 

" How very dreadful I ” said Miss Palliser. 

" And yet I feel that I know it was that other man,” said Lady 
Chiltern. Lady Laura sat silent through it all, listening with he 
eyes intent on her brother's face, with her elbow on the table and 
her brow on her hand. She did not speak a word till she found 
herself alone with her sister-in-law, and then it w^ hardly more 
than a word. " Violet, they will murder him 1 ” Lady Chiltern 
endeavoured to comfort her, telling her that as yet they had heard 
but one side of the case ; but the wretched woman only shook her 
head. " I know they will murder him,” she said, “ and then when 
it is too late they will find out what they have done I ” 

On the following day the crowd in court was if possible 
greater, so that the benchfellows were very much squeezed in- 
deed. But it was impossible to exclude from the high seat such 
men as Mr. Ratler and Lord Fawj when they were required in 
the court as witnesses ; — and not a man who had obtained a seat 
on the first day was willing to be excluded on the second. And 
even then the witnesses were not called at once. Sir Gregory 
Grogram began the work of the day by saying that he had heard 
that morning for the first time that one of his witnesses had been, 
— " tampered with ” w^as the word that he unfortunately used, — 
by his learned friend on the other side. alluded, of course; 
to Lord Fawn, and poor Lord Fawn, sitting up there on the 
seat of honour, visible to all the world, became very hot and 
very uncomfortable. Then there arose a vehement dispute 
between Sir Gregory, assisted by Sir Simon, and old Mr. Chaffan- 
brass, who rejected with disdain^any assistance from the gentler 
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men who were with him. ** Tampered with ! That word should 
be recalled by the honourable gentleman who was at the head of 

the bar, or — or Had Mr. Chaffanbrass declared that as an 

alternative he wouid pull the court aboyt their ears, it would have 
been no more than he meant. Lord Fawn had been invited, — not 
summoned to attend ; and why ? In order that no suspicion of 
guilt might be thrown on another man, unless the knowledge that 
was in Lord Fawn’s bosom, and there alone, would justify such a 
line of defence. Lord Fawn had been attended by his own 
solicitor, and might hafe brought the Attorney-Genei^l with him 
had he so pleased. There was a great deal said on both sides, 
and something said also by the judge. At last Sir Gregory with- 
drew the objectionable word, and substituted in lieu of it an asser- 
tion that his witness had been indiscreetly questioned.” Mr. 
Chaffanbrass would not for a moment admit the indiscretion, 
but bounced about in his place, tearing his wig almost off his 
head, and defying every one in the court. The judge submitted 
to Mr. Chaffanbrass that he had been indiscreet. — I never con- 
tradicted the bench yet, my lord,” said Mr. Chaffanbrass, — at 
which there was a general titter throughout the bar, — but I must 
claim the privilege of conducting my own practice according to my 
own views. In this court I am subject to the bench. In my own 
chamber I am subject only to the law of the land.” The judge 
looking over his spectacles said a mild word about the profession 
at large. Mr. Chafhinbrass, twisting his wig quite on one side, so 
that it nearly fell on Mr. Serjeant Birdljott's face, muttered some- 
thing as to having seen more work done in that court than any 
other living lawyer, let his rank be what it might. When the little 
affair was over, everybody felt that iJir Gregory had been van- 
quished. 

Mr. Ratler, and Laurence FitzGibbon, and Mr. Monk, and Mr. 
Bouncer were examined about the quarrel at the club, and proved 
that the quarrel had been a very bitter quarrel. They all agreed 
that Mr. Bonteen had been wrong, and that the prisoner had had 
cause for anger. Of tke three distinguished legislators and states- 
men above named Mr. Chaffanbrass refused to take the slightest 
notice. ‘‘ I have no question to *put to you,” he said to Mr. 
Ratler. Of course there was a quarrel. Wc all know that.” 
But he did ask a question or two of Mr. Bouncer. You write 
books, I think, Mr. Bouncer ?” * 
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“ I do,” said Mr. Bouncer, with dignity. Now there was no 
peculiarity in a witness to which Mr. Chaffanbrass was so much 
opposed as an assumption of dignity. 

“What sort of books, Mr. Bouncer?” 

“ I write novels,” said Mr. Bouncer, feeling that Mr. Chaffan- 
brass must have been ignorant indeed of the polite literature of 
the day to make such a question necessary. 

“You mean fiction.” 

“Well, yes ; fiction, — if you like that word better.” 

“ I don’t* like either, particularly. You have to find plots, 
haven’t you ?” 

Mr. Bouncer paused a moment. “ Yes ; yes,” he said. “ In 
writing a novel it is necessary to construct a plot.” 

“ Where do you get ’em from ?” 

“ Where do I get ’em from ?” 

“Yes, — where do you find them? You take them from the 
French mostly; — don’t you?” Mr. Bouncer became very red. 
“ Isn’t that the way our English writers get their plots ?” 

“ Sometimes, — perhaps.” 

“ Your’s ain’t French then ?” 

“ Well ; — no that is I won’t undertake to say that — 

that ” 

“ You won’t undertake to say that they’re not French.” 

“Is this relevant to the case before us, Mr. Chaffanbrass?” 
asked the judge. 

“ Quite so, my lud. We have a highly-distinguished novelist 
before us, my lud, who, as I have reason to believe, is intimately 
acquainted with the French system of the construction of plots. 
It is a business which the ^French carry to perfection. The plot 
of a novel should, I imagine, be constructed in accordance with 
human nature ?” 

“ Certainly,” said ]\Ir. Bouncer. 

“You have murders in novels ?” 

“ Sometimes,” said Mr. Bouncer, who had himself done many 
murders in his time. , 

Did you ever know a French novelist have a premeditated 
murder committed by a man*who could not possibly have con- 
ceived the murder ten minutes before he committed it ; — with 
whom the cause of the murder anteceded the murder no more 
than ten minutes?” Mr. Bounoer stood thinking for a while. 
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We will give you your time, because an answer to the question 
from you will be important testimony/’ 

^*1 don’t think I do,” said Mr. Bouncer, who in hiS confu- 
sion had been quite unable to think of the plot of a single 
novel. 

And if there were such a French plot that would not be the 
plot that you would borrow 

Certainly not,” said Mr. Bouncer. 

Did you ever read poetry, Mr. Bouncer ?” 

Oh yes ; — 1 read a great deal of poetry.” 

Shakespeare, perhaps ?” Mr. Bouncer did not condescend to 
do more than nod his head. “ There is a murder described in 
Hamlet. Was that supposed by the ])oet to have been devised 
suddenly ?” 

‘‘ I should say not*” 

“ So should I, Mr. Bouncer. Do you remember the an*ange- 
ments for the murder in Macbeth ? That took a little time in 
concocting ; — didn’t it ? ” 

** No doul)t it did.” 

“ And when Othello murdered Desdemona, creeping up to her 
in her sleep, he had been thinking of it for some time?” 

“ I suppose he had.” 

you ever read English novels as well as French, Mr. 
Bouncer?” The unfortunate author again nodded his head. 

‘‘ When Amy Robsart was lured to her death, there was some time 
given to the preparation, — eh ? ” 

Of course there was.” 

“ Of course there was. And Eugene Aram, when he murdered 
a man in BulweFs novel, turned th^ matter over in his mind 
before he did it ? ” 

“ He was thinking a long time about it, I believe.” 

“ Thinking about it a long time 1 I rather think he was. Those 
great masters of human nature, those men who knew the human 
heart, did not venture to describe a secret murder as coming 
from a man’s brain witJiout premeditation?” 

Not tliat I can remember.” 

** Such also is my impression. ' But now, I bethink me of a 
murder that was almost as sudden as this is supposed to have 
been. Didn’t a Dutch smuggler murder a Scotch lawyer, all in a 
moment as it were ? ” 
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" Dirk Hatteraick did murder Glossop in the Antiquary very 
suddenly ; — but he did it from passion/' 

‘‘Just so, Mr. Bouncer. There was no plot there, was there? 
No arrangement ; no secret creeping up to his victim ; no escaj^e 
even?" 

“ He was chained." 

“ So he was ; chained like a dog ; — and like a dog he Hew at 
his enemy. If I understand you, then, Mr. Bouncer, you would 
not dare so to violate probability in a novel, as to produce a mur- 
derer to tfee public who should contrive a secret hidden murder, 
— contrive it and execute it, all within a quarter of an hour ? " 

Mr. Bouncer, after another minute's consideration, said that he 
thought he would not do so. “ Mr. Bouncer," said Mr. Chafifiin- 
brass, “ I am uncommonly obliged to our excellent friend. Sir 
Gregory, for having given us tlie advantage of your evidence." 
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CHAPTER XXII 


LORD FAWN'S EVIDENCE. 

A CROWD of witnesses were heard on the second day after Mr. 
ChafFanbrass had done with Mr. Bouncer, but none of them were 
•of much interest to the public. I'hc three doctors were examined 
as to the state of the dead man\s head when he was picked up, 
and as to the nature of the instrument with which he had pro- 
bably been killed ; and the fact of Phincas Filings life-preserver 
was proved, — in the middle of which he begged that the Court 
would save itself some little trouble, as he was quite ready to 
acknowledge that he had walked home with the short bludgeon, 
which was then produced, in his pocket. ‘‘ We would acknow- 
ledge a great deal if they tvould let us,” said Mr. Chafflinbrass. 

We acknowledge the quarrel, we acknowledge the walk home 
at night, we acknowledge the bludgeon, and we acknowledge a 
grey coat.” But that hap]>ened tow^ards the close of the second 
day, and they had not then reached the grey coat. The question 
of the grey coat was commenced on the third morning, — on the 
Saturday, — Avliich day, as was 'well known, would be opened 
with the examination of Lord Fawn. The anxiety to hear Lord 
Fawn undergo his penance was intevise, and had been greatly 
increased by the conviction that Mr. Chaffaiibmss would resent 
upon him the charge made by the Attorn ey-Ceneral as to 
tampering with a witness. Idl tamper with him by-and-bye,” 
Mr. Chafilinbrass had whispered to Mr. Wickerby, and the 
whispered threat had been spread abroad.* On the table before 
Mr. Chaffanbrass, wheii he took his place in the Court on the 
Saturday, Avas laid a heavy grey coat, and on the opposite side of 
the table, just before the Solicitor-General, was laid another grey 
coat, of much lighter material. When Lord Fawn saw the two 
coats as he took his seat on the bench his heart failed him. 

He was hardly allowed to seat himself before he was called 
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upon to be sworn. Sir Simon Slope, who was to examine him, 
took it for granted that his lordship could give his evidence from 
his place on the bench, but to this Mr. Chaffanbrass objected. 
He was very well aware, he said, that such a practice was usual. 
He did not d')ubt but that in his time he had examined some 
hundreds of witnesses from the bench. In nineteen cases out of 
twenty there could be no objection to such a practice. But in 
this case the noble lord would have to give evidence not only as 
to what he had seen, but as to what he then saw. It would be 
expedierjt that he should see colours as nearly as possible in the 
same light as the jury, which he would do if he stood in the 
witness-box. And there might arise questions of identity, in 
speaking of which it would be well that the noble lord should be 
as near as possible to the thing or person to be identified. He 
was afraid that he must trouble the noble lord to come down 
from the Elysium of the bench. Whereupon Lord Fawn de- 
scended, and was sworn in at the witness-box. 

His treatment from Sir Simon Slope was all that was due from 
a Solicitor-General to a distinguished peer who w^as a member of 
the same Government as himself. Sir Simon put his questions so 
as almost to reassure the witness ; and very (luickly, — only too 
quickly, — obtained from him all the information that was needed 
on the side of the prosecution. Lord Fawn, when he had left 
tlie club, had seen both Mr. Bontecn and Mr. Finn preparing to 
follow him, but he had gone alone, and had never seen Mr. 
Bontecn since. Fie Avalked very slowly down into Curzon Street 
and Bolton Row, and when there, as he was about to cross the 
road at the top of Clarges Street, — ^as he believed just as he was 
crossing the street, — he •saw a man come at a very fast pace out 
of the mews which runs into Bolton Row, opposite to Clarges 
Street, and from thence hurry very quickly towards the passage 
which separates the gardens of Devonshire and Lansdowne 
Houses. It had already been proved that had Phineas Finn 
retraced his steps rafter Erie and FitzGibbon had turned their 
backs upon him, his shortest and certainly most private way to the 
spot on which Lord Fawn had seen the man would have been by 
the mews in question. Lord Fawn went on to say that the man 
\vore a grey coat, — as far as he could judge it was such a coat as 
Sir Simon now showed him ; he could not at all identify the 
prisoner ; he could not say whether the man he had seen was as 
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tall as the prisoner ; he thought that as far as he could judge, 
there was not much difference in the height. He had not thought 
of Mr/Finn when. he saw the man hurrying along, nor had he 
troubled his mind about the man. That was the end of Lord 
Fawn'ij evidence-in-chief, which he would gladly have prolonged 
to the close of the day could he thereby have postponed the 
coming horrors of his cross-examination. But there he was, — in 
the clutches of the odious, dirty, little man, hating the little man, 
despising him because he was dirty, and nothing better than an 
Old Bailey barrister, — and yet fearing him with so intense a fear ! 

Mr. Chaffanbrass smiled at his victim, and for a moment was 
quite soft with liim, — as a cat is soft with a mouse. The reporters 
could hardly hear his first question, — I believe you are an Under- 
secretary of State ? Lord Fawn acknowledged the fact. Now 
it was the case that in the palmy days of our hero’s former career 
he had filled the very office which Lord Fawn now occupied, and 
that Lord Fawn had at the time filled a similar position in another 
department. These facts Mr. Chaffanbrass extracted from his 
witness, — not without an appearance of unwillingness, which was 
produced, however, altogether by the natural antagonism of the 
victim to his persecutor ; for Mr. Chaffanbrass, even when asking 
the simplest questions, in the simplest wojds, even when abstain- 
ing from that sarcasm of tone under which witnesses were wont to 
feel that they were being flayed alive, could so look at a man as to 
create an antagonism which no witness could conceal. In asking 
a man his name, and age, and calling, he could jiroduce an im- 
pression that the man was unwilling to tell anything, and that, 
therefore, the jury were entitled to regard his evidence with sus- 
picion. Thcn,^’ continued Mr. Chaffanbrass, you must have 
met him frequently in the intercourse of your business ? ” 

“I suppose I did, — sometimes.’^ 

Sometimes? You belonged to the same party?” 

“We didn’t sit in the same House.” 

“ I know that, my lord. 1 know very well what House you sat 
in. But I supi,ose you would condescend to be acquainted with 
even a commoner who held the very office which you hold now. 
You belonged to the same club with him.” 

“ I don’t go much to the clubs,” said Lord lawn. 

“ But the quarrel of which we have heard so much took place 
at a club in your presence?” Lord Fawn assented. “ In fact 
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you cannot but have been intimately and accurately acquainted 
with the personal appearance of the gentleman who know on his 
trial. Is that so ? " 

I never was intimate with him." 

Mr. Chaffanbrass looked up at the jury and shook his head 
sadly. am not presuming, Lord Fawn, that you so far 
derogated as to be intimate with this gentleman, — as to whom, 
however, I shall be able to show by and by that he was the chosen 
friend of the very man under whose mastership' you now serve. 
I ask whether his appearance is not familiar to you ? " Lord Fawn 
at last said that it was. “ Do you know his height ? WJiat should 
you say was his height ? " Lord Fawn altogether refused to give 
an opinion on such a subject, but acknowledged that he should 
not be surprised if he were told that Mr. Finn was over six feet 
high. ‘‘ In fact you consider him a tall man, my lord ? There 
he is, you can look at him. Is he a tall man ? " Lord Fawn did 
hok, but wouldn't give an answer. 111 undertake to say, my 
lord, that there isn't a person in the Court at this moment, except 
yourself, who wouldn’t be ready to express an opinion on his oath 
that Mr. Finn is a tall man. Mr. Chief Constable, just let the * 
])risoner step out from the dock for a moment. He won’t nin 
away. I must have his lordship’s opinion as to Mr. Finn’s 
height." Poor Phineas, when this was said, clutched hold of the 
front of the dock, as though determined that nothing but main 
force should make him exhibit himself to the Court in the man- 
ner proposed. 

But the need for exhibition passed away. I know that he is 
a very tall man,’’ said Lord Fawn. 

You know that he' is a very tall man. WeT all know it. 
There can be no doubt about it. He is, as you say, a very tall 
man, — with whose personal appearance you have long been 
lamiliar.> I ask again, my lord, whether you have not been long 
familiar with his personal appearance?" After some further 
agonising delay Lord Fawn at last acknowledged that it had 
been so. “ Now we shall get on like a house on fire, said Mr. 
Chaffanbrass. 

But still the house did not bum very quickly. A stiing of 
questions was then asked as to the attitude of the man who had 
been seen coming out of the mews wearing a grey great coat, — 
as to his attitude, and as to his general likeness to Phineas Finn. 
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In answer to these Lord Fawn would only say that he had not 
observed thesman^s attitude, and had certainly not thought of the 
prisoner when he saw the man. My lord,” said Mr. Chaffan- 
brass, very solemnly, look at your late friend and colleague, and 
remember that his life depends probably on the accuracy of your 
memory. The man you saw — murdered Mr. Bonteen. With all 
my experience in such matters, — ^which is great ; and with all ,my 
skill, — which is something, I cannot stand against that fact. It is 
for me to show that that man and my client were not one and the 
same person, and I must do so by means of your evidence, — by 
sifting what you say lo-day, and by comparing it with what you 
have already said on other occasions. I understand you now to 
say that there is nothing in your remembrance of the man you saw, 
independcnlly of the colour of the coat, to guide you to an opinion 
whether that man was or was not one and the same with the 
prisoner 

In all the crowd then assembled there was no man more 
thoroughly under the influence of conscience as to his conduct 
than was Lord Fawn in reference to the evidence which he w'as 
called upon to give. Not only w'ould the idea of endangering the 
life of a human being have been horrible to him, but the sanctity 
of an oath was imperative to him. He was essentially a triitlt- 
speaking man, if only he knew Imw to speak the truth. He would 
have sacrificed much to establish the innocence of I'hineiis Finn, 

— not for the love of Phineas, but for the love of innocence ; — 
but not even to do that would he have lied. But he was a bad 
witness, and by his slowness, and by a certain iiiisustaincd 
pomposity which was natural to him, had already tauglit the jury 
to think that he was anxious to convict tnc prisoner. Two men 
in the Court, and two only, thoroughly understood his condition. 
Mr. Chaffanbrass saw it all, and intended without the slightest 
scruple to take advantage of it. And the Chief Justice saw it all, 
and was already resolving how he could set the witness right with 
the jury. 

“ I didn’t think of Mr. Finn at the time,” said Lord Fawn in 
^ answer to the last question. 

So I understand. The man didn’t strike you as being tall.” 

I don’t think that he did.” 

** But yet in the evidence you gave before the magistrate in 
Bow Street I think you expressed a very strong opinion that the 
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man you saw running out of the mews was Mr. Finn ? ” Lord 
Fawn was again silent " I am asking your lordship a question 
to which I must request an answer. Here is the Times report 
of the examination, with which you can refresh your memory, and 
you are of course aware that it was mainly on your evidence as 
here reported that my client now stands there in jeopardy of his 
life.’^ 

I am not aware of anything of the kind,” said the witness. 

“ Very well. We will drop that then. But such was your 
evidence, ji^hethey important or not important. Of course your 
lordship can take what time you please for recollection.” 

Lord Fawn tried very hard to recollect, but would not look at 
the newspaper which had been handed to him. I cannot 
remember what words I used. It seems to me that I thought it 
must have been Mr. Finn because I had been told that Mr. Finn 
could have been there by running round.” 

** Surely, my lord, that would not have sufficed to induce you 
to give such evidence as is there reported ? ” 

** And the colour of the coat,” said Lord Fawn. 

“ In fact you went by the colour of the coat, and that only ? ” 

“ Then there had been the quarrel.” 

“ My lord, is not that begging tlie question ? Mr. Bonteen 
quarrelled with Mr. Finn. Mr. Bonteen was murdered by a man, 
— as we all believe, — wliom you saw at a certain spot. There- 
fore you identified the man whom you saw as Mr. Finn. Was 
that so ? ” 

“ 1 didn't identify him.” 

“At any rate you do not do so now? Putting aside the grey 
coat tlicre is nothing to laake you now think that that man and 
Mr. Finn were one and the same ? Come, my lord, on behalf of 
that man’s life, which is in great jeopardy, — is in great jeopardy 
because of the evidence given by you before the magistrate, — do 
not be ashamed to speak the truth openly, though it be at variance 
with what you may have said before with ill-advised haste.” 

My lord, is it proper that 1 should he treated in this way ? ” 
said the witness, appealing to the Bench. 

“Mr. Chaffanbrass,” said the judge, again looking at the 
barrister over his spectacles, “ I think you are stretching the 
privilege of your position too far.” 

“ I shall have to stretch it further yet, my lord. His lordship 
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i/2 his evidence before the magistrate gave on his oath a decided 
opinion that the man lie saw was Mr. Finn ; — and on that evi- 
dence Mr. Finn was committed for murder. Let him say openly, 
now, to the jury, — v/hen Mr. Finn is on his trial for his life before 
the Court, and for all his hopes, in life before the country, — 
whether he thinks as then he thought, and on what grounds he 
thinks so.^^ 

I think so because of the quarrel, and because of the grey 
coat.’^ 

“For no other reasons?” 

“No ; — for no other reasons.” 

“ Your only ground for suggesting identity is the grey coat ? ” 

“And the quarrel,” said Lord Fawn. 

“My lord, in giving evidence as to identity, I fear that you do 
not understand the meaning of the word.” Lord Fawn looked up 
at the judge, but the judge on this occasion said nothing. “ At 
any rate we have it from you at present that there was nothing in 
the appearance of the man you saw like to that of Mr. Finn except 
the colour of the coat.” 

“ I don't think there was,” said liOrd Fawn, slowly. 

'I’hen there occurred a scene in the Court which no doubt was 
gratifying to the spectator, and may in part have repaid them for 
the weariness of the whole proceeding, Mr. Chaffanbrass, while 
J.ord Fawn was still in the witness-box, requested permission for 
a certain man to stand forward, and put on the coat which was 
lying on the table before him, — this coat being in truth the iden- 
tical garment which Mr. Meager had brouglit home with him on 
the morning of the murder. This man was Mr. Wickerby's clerk, 
Mr. Scruby, and he put on the coat, — ^Mhich seemed to fit him 
well. Mr. Chaffanbrass then asked permission to examine Mr. 
Scruby, explaining that much time might be saved, and declaring 
that he had but one question to ask him. After some difficulty 
thi§ permission was given him, and Mr. Scruby was asked his 
height. Mr. Scruby was five feet eight inches, and had been 
accurately measured on the previous day with reference to the 
question. Then the examination of Lord Fawn was resumed, 
and Mr. Chaffanbrass referred to thaf very irregular interview to 
which he had so improperly enticed the witness in Mr. Wickerby's 
chambers. For a long time Sir Gregory Grogram declared that he 
would not permit any allusion to what had taken place at a most 
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improper conference, — a conference which he could not stigmatize 
in sufficiently strong language. But Mr. Chaffanbras, smiling 
blandly,— smiling veiy blandly for him,— suggested that the im- 
propriety of the conference, let it have been ever so abominable, 
did not prevent the fact of the conference, and that he was mani- 
festly within his right in alluding to it. Suppose, my lord, that 
Lord Fawn had confessed in Mr. Wickerby's chambers that he had 
murdered Mr. Finn himself, and had since repented of that con- 
fession, would Mr. Camperdown and Mr. Wickerby, who were 
present, an^d would I, be now debarred from, stating that confes- 
sion in evidence, because, in deference to some fanciful rules of 
etiquette, Lord Fawn should not have been there ? Mr. Chaffan- 
brass at last prevailed, and the evidence was resumed. 

‘‘ You saw Mr. Scriiby wear that coat in Mr. Wickerby’s cham- 
bers. Lord Fawn said that he could not identify the coat. 

“ AVe’ll take care to have it identified. We shall get a great deal 
out of that coat yet. You saw that man v/ear a coat like tliat.^' • 
‘‘Yes; Idid.^^ 

“ And you see him now.'^ 

“ Yes, I do.’’ 

“ Docs he remind you of the figure of the man you saw come 
out of the mews Lord Fawn paused. “We can’t make him 
move about here as we did in Mr. Wickerby’s room; but re- 
membering that as you must do, does he look like the man?” 

“ I don’t remember what the man looked like.”* 

“ Did you not tell us in Mr. Wickerby’s room that Mr. Scruby 
with the grey coat on was like the figure of the man ? ” 

Questions of this nature Avere prolonged for near half-an-hour, 
during wliich Sir Gregory *nadc more than one attempt to defend 
his witness from the weapons of their joint enemies ; but Lord 
Fawn at last admitted tliat he had acknoAvlcdged the resemblance, 
and did, in some faint ambiguous fashion, acknowledge it in his 
present evidence. 

“ My lord,” said Mr. Chaifanbrass as he allowed Lord Fawn to 
to go doAvn, “ you have no doubt taken^ a note of Mr. Scruby’s 
height.” Whereupon the judge nodded his head. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

MR. CHAFFANBRASS FOR THE DEFENCE. 

The case for the prosecution was completed on the Saturday 
evening, Mrs. Dunce having been examined as the last witness on 
that side. She was only called upon to say that her lodger had 
been in the habit of letting himself in and out of her house at 
all hours with a latch-key ; — but she insisted on saying more, and 
told the judge and the jury and the barristers tJiat if they thought 
that Mr. Finn had murdered anybody they didiiT know anything 
about the world in general. Whereupon Mr. Chaffanbrass said 
that he would like to ask her a question or two, and with con- 
summate flattery extracted from her her opinion of her lodger. 
She had known him for years, and thought that, of all the 
gentlemen that ever were born, he was the least likely to 
do such a bloody-minded action. Mr. Chaffanbrass was, per- 
haps, right in thinking that her evidence might be as serviceable 
as that of the lojds and countesses. 

During the Sunday the trial was, as a matter of course, the 
talk of the town. Poor Lord Pawn shut himself up, and was 
seen by no one ; — but his conduct and evidence were discussed 
everywhere. At the clubs it was ihouglit that he had escaped as 
well as could be expected ; but he himself felt that he had been 
disgraced for ever. There was a very common opinion that !Mr. 
Chaffanbrass had admitted too much when he had declared that 
the man whom Lord Fawn had seen was doubtless the murderer. 
To the minds of men generally it seemed to be less evident that 
the man so seen should had done the deed, than that Phineas 
Finn should have been that man. Was it probable that there 
should be two men going about in grey coats, in exactly the same 
vicinity, and at exactly the same hour of the night ? And then 
the evidence which Lord Fawn had given before the magistrates 
was to the world at large at any rate as convincing as that given 
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in the Court. The jury would, of course, be instructed to regard 
only th# latter ; whereas the general public would naturally be 
guided by the two combined. At the club it was certainly believed 
that the case was going against the prisoner. 

You have read it all, of course,'' said the Duchess of Omiiiuin 
to her husband, as she sat with the Observer in her hand on th i: 
Sunday morning. The Sunday papers were full of the report, 
and were enjoying a very extended circulation. 

‘‘ I wish you would not think so much about it/' said the 
Duke. % 

‘^That's very easily said, but how is one to help thinking 
about it ? Of course I am thinking about it. You know all 
about the coat. It belonged to the man where Mealyus was 
lodging." 

“ I will not talk about the coat, Glencora. If Mr. Finn did 
commit the murder it is right that he should be convicted." 

‘^Hut if he didn't?" 

‘‘ It would be doubly right that he should be acquitted. But 
the jury \/ill have means of arriving at a conclusion without i)re- 
judice, which you and T cannot have ; and therefore we should be 
prepared to take their verdict as correct." 

Jf they find him guilty, their verdict will be damnable and 
false," said the Duchess. Whereupon the Duke turned away in 
anger, and resolved that he would say nothing more about the 
trial, — which resolution, however, he was compelled to break 
before the trial was over. 

“ What do you think about it, Mr. Erie ?" asked the other 
Duke^ 

“ I don't know what to tPiink ; — 1 only hope." 

“ That he may be acquitted ?" 

Of course." 

“ Whether guilty or innocent ?" 

“ Well ; — yes. But if he is acquitted I shall believe him to 
have been innocent. Your Grace thinks ?" 

“ I am as unwilling to think as you are, Mr. Erie." It was 
thus that people spoke of it. With the exception of some very 
few, all those who had known Phineas were anxious for an 
acquittal, though they could not bring themselves to believe that 
an innocent man had been put in peril of his life. 

On the Monday morning the trial was recommenced, and the 
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whole day was taken up by the address which Mr. Chaffanbrass 
made to the jury. He began by telling them the histof^ of the 
coat which lay before them, i)romising to prove by evidence 
all the details which he stated. It was not his intention, he said, 
to accuse any one of the murder. It was his business to 
defend the prisoner, not to accuse others. But, as he should prove 
to them, two persons had been arrested as soon as the murder 
had been discovered, — two i)ersons totally unknown to each 
other, and who were never for a moment supposed to have acted 
together, — and the suspicion of the police had in the/ first instance 
pointed, not to his client, but to the other man. That other man 
had also (iiiarrclled with Mr. Bonteen, and that other man was 
now in custody on a charge of bigamy chiefly through the instru- 
mentality of Mr. Bonteen, who had been the friend of the victim 
of the supposed bigamist. With the accusation of bigamy they 
would have nothing to do, but he must ask them to take cognisance 
of that quarrel as well as of the quarrel at ‘the club. He then 
named that formerly popular preacher, the Rev. Mr. Emilius, and 
explained that he would prove that this man, who had incurred the 
suspicion of the police in the first instance, had during the night of 
the murder been so circumstanced as to have been able to use the 
coat produced. He would prove also that Mr. Emilius was of 
precisely the same height as the man whom they had seen wearing 
the coat. God forbid tliat he should bring an accusation of murder 
against a man on such slight testimony. But if the evidjnee, as 
grounded on the coat, was slight against lunilius, liow could it 
l)rcvail at all against his client ? The two coats were as different 
as chalk from cheese, the one bein^* wh;it v^rould be cfiJled a 
gentleman's fashionable walking coal, and the other the wrap)- 
rascal of such a fellow as was Mr. Meager. And yet T.ord Eawn, 
who attempted to identify the prisoner only by his coat, could give 
them no opinion as to which was tfie coat he had seen 1 But I..ord 
Fawn, who found himself to be debarred by his conscience from 
repeating the opinion he had given before the magistrate as to the 
identity of Phineas Eifiii Avith the man he had seen, did tell them 
that the figure of that man was similar to the figure of him who 
had worn the coat on Saturday in presence of them all. This man 
in the street had therefore been like Mr. Emilius, and could not in 
the least have resembled the prisoner. Mr. Chaffanbra.ss would 
not tell the jury that this point bore strongly against Mr. Emilius, 
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but he took upon himself to assert that it was quite sufficient to 
snap asunder the thin thread of circumstantial evidence By which 
his client was connected with the murder. A great deal more was 
said about Lord Fawn, which was not complimentary to that 
nobleman. His lordship is an honest, slow man, who has 
doubtless meant to tell you the truth, but who does not understand 
the meaning of what he himself says. When he swore before the 
magistrate that he thought he could identify my client with the 
man in the street, he really meant that he thought that there must 
be identity, because he believed from other reasons that Mr. Finn 
was the man in the street. Mr. Honteen had been murdered ; — 
according to Lord Fawn’s thinking had j)rol)ably been murdered 
by Mr. Finn. And it was also probable to him that Mr. Bontecn 
had been murdered by the man in the street. He came thus to 
the conclusion that the prisoner was the man in the street. In 
fact, as far as the process of identifying is concerned, his lordship's 
evidence is altogetlicr in favour of the prisoner. The figure seen 
by him we must suppose was the figure of a short man, and not of 
one tall and commanding in his presence, as is that of the 
prisoner.” 

There were many other points on which Mr. Chaffenbrass in- 
sisted at great length ; — but, chiefly, perhaps, on the improbability, 
he might say impossibility, that tlie x>lot for a murder so contrived 
should have entered into a man’s head, have been completed and 
executed, all within a few minutes. ‘‘ But under no hypothesis 
compatible with the allegations of the prosecution can it be con- 
ceived that the murder should have been contemplated by my 
client before the quarrel at the club. No, gentlemen ; — the mur- 
derer had been at his worktfor days. Fie had examined the spot 
and measured the distances. He liad dogged the steps of his 
victim on previous nights. In the shade of some dark doorway 
he had watched him from his club, and had hurried by his secret 
path to the spot which he had appointed for the deed. Can any 
man doubt that the murder has thus been committed, let who will 
have beien the murderer ? But, if so, then my client could not 
have done the deed.” Much had been made of the words spoken 
at the club-door. Was it prolmble, — was it possible, — that a man 
intending to commit a murder should declare how easily he could 
do it, and display the weapon he intended to use ? The evidence 
given as to that part of the night’s work was, he contended, alto- 
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gether in the prisoner's favour. Then he spoke of the life-preserver, 
and gave a rather long account of the manner in which Phineas 
Finn had once taken two garotters prisoner in the street. AJl this 
lasted till the great men on the bench trooped out to lunch. And 
then Mr. Ghaifanbrass, who had been speaking for nearly four 
hours, retired to a small room and there drank a pint of port wine. 
While he was doing so Mr. Serjeant Birdbott spoke a word to him, 
but he only shook his head and snarled. He was telling himself 
at the moment how quick may be the resolves of the eager mind, 
— for he was convinced that the idea of attacking ^Mr. Bonteen 
had occurred to Phineas Finn after he had displayed the life-pre- 
server at the club-door ; and he was telling himself also how im- 
possil3le it is for a dull conscientious man to give accurate evidence 
as to what he had himself seen, — ^for he was convinced that Lord 
Fawn had seen Phineas Pinn in the street. But to no human being 
had he expressed this oihnion ; nor would he express nt, — ^unless 
liis client should be hung. 

After lunch he occupied nearly three hours in giving to the 
jury, and of course to the whole assembled Court, the details of 
about two dozen cases, in which apparently strong circumstantial 
evidence had been wrong in its tendency. In some of the cases 
(luoted, the persons tried had been acquitted ; in some, convicted 
and afterwards pardoned ; in one pardoned after many years of 
\)iinishment ; — and in one the poor victim had been hung. On 
this he insisted with a pathetic eloquence which certainly would 
not have been expected from his appearance, and spoke with tears 
in his eyes, — real unaffected tears, — of the misery of those wretched 
jurymen who, in the performance of their duty, had been led into 
so frightful an error. Through the whole of this long recital he 
seemed to feel no fatigue, and when he had done with his list of 
judicial mistakes about five o’clock in the afternoon, went on to 
make what he called the very few remarks necessary as to the evi- 
dence which on the next day he proposed to produce as to the 
I prisoner’s character. He ventured to think that evidence as to 
the character of such a nature, — so strong, so convincing, so com- 
plete, and so free from all objection, had never yet been given in 
a criminal court. At six o’clock hb completed his speech, and it 
was computed that the old man had been on his legs very nearly 
seven hours. It was said of him afterwards that he was taken 
home speechless by one of his daughters and immediately put to 
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bed, that he roused himself about eight and ate his dinner and 
drank a bottle of port in his bedroom, tliat he then slept,— refusing 
to stir even when he was waked, till half-past nine in the morning, 
and that then he scrambled into his clothes, breakfasted, and got 
down to the court in half-an-hour. At ten o'clock he was in his 
place, and nobody^knew that he was any the worse for the previous 
day's exertion. 

This was on a Tuesday, the fifth day of the trial, and upon the 
whole perhaps the most interesting. A long array of distinguished 
persons, — gf women as well as men, — was brought up to give to 
the jury their opinion 4s to the character of Mr. Finn. Mr. Low 
was the first, who having been his tutor when he was studying at 
the bar, knew him longer than any other Londoner. Then came 
his countryman Laurence FitzGibbon, and Harrington Erie, and 
others of his own party who had been intimate with him. And 
men, too^ from the opposite side of the House were brought up. 
Sir Orlando Drought among the number, all of whom said that 
they had known the i)risoner well, and from their knowledge would 
have considered it impossible that he should have become a mur- 
derer. The two last called w^ere Lord Cantrip and Mr. Monk, 
one of whom was, and the other had been, a Cabinet Minister. 
But before them came Lady Cantrip, — and I.ady Chiltern, wliom 
we once knew as Violet Effingham, whom this very prisoner had 
in early days fondly hoped to make his wife, who was still young 
and beautiful, and who had never before entered a public court. 

There had of course been much question as to the witnesses to 
be selected. The Duchess of Omnium had been anxious to be 
one, but the Duke had forbidden it, telling bis wife that she really 
did not know the man, aAd that she was carried away by a foolish 
enthusiasm. Lady Cantrip when asked had at once consented. 
She had known Phineas Finn, when he had served under her hus- 
band, and had liked him much. Then what other woman's tongue 
should be brought to speak of the man's softness and tender bear- 
ing ! It was out of the question that I-,ady Laura Kennedy should 
appear. She did not even propose it whpn her •brother with un- 
necessary sternness told her it could not be so.‘ Then his wife 
looked at him. “ You shalPgo,” said Lord Chiltern, ‘rif you feel 
equal to it. It seems to be nonsense, but they say that it is im- 
portant." 

I will go," said Violet, with her eyes full of tears. Afterwards 
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when her sister-in-law besought her to be generous in her testimony, 
she only smiled as she assented. Could generosity go beyond hers ? 

Lord Chiltem preceded his wife. I have,'' he said, known 
'Mr. Finn well, and have loved him dearly. I have eaten with 
him and drank with him, have ridden with him, have lived with 
him, and have quarrelled with him ; and I knqjv him as I do my 
own right hand." Then he stretched forth his arm with the palm 
extended. 

Irrespectively of the evidence in this case you would not have 
thought him to be a man likely to commit such a crime ? " asked 
Serjeant Birdbott. 

I am quite sure from my knowledge of the man that he could 
not commit a murder/^ said Lord Chiltern ; and I don't care 
what the evidence is." 

Then came his wife, and it certainly;, was a pretty sight to see as 
her husband led her up to the box and stood close besi^p her as 
she gave her evidence. There were many there who knew much 
of the history of her life, — ^who knew that passage in it of her 
early love, — for the tale had of course been told when it was 
whispered about that Lady Chiltern was to be examined as a 
witness. Every car was at first strained to hear her words ; — 
but they were audible in every comer of the court without any 
effort. It need hardly be said that she was treated with the 
greatest deference on every side. She answered the questions 
very quietly, but apparently without nervousness. “ Yes ; she had 
known Mr. Finn long, and intimately, and had very greatly valued 
his friendship. She did so still, — as much as ever. Yes ; she had 
known him for some years, and in circumstances which she thought 
justified her in saying that she understood his character. She re- 
garded him as a man who was brave and tender-hearted, soft in 
feeling and manly in disjiosition. To her it was quite incredible 
that he should have committed a crime such as this. She knew 
him to be a man prone to forgive offences, and of a sweet nature.” 
And it was pretty too to watch the unwonted gentleness of old 
Chaffanbrass as he asked the questions, and carefully abstained 
from ijutting any one that could pain her. Sir Gregory said that 
he had heard her evidence with great pleasure, but that he had no 
question to ask her himself. Then she stepped down, again took 
her husband's arm, and left the court amidst a hum of almost 
affectionate greeting. 
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And. what must he have thought as he stood there within the 
dock, looking at her and listening to her ? There had been months 
in his life when he had almost trusted that he would succeed in 
winning that fair, highly-bom, and wealthy woman for his wife ; 
and though he had failed, and now knew that he had never really 
touched her heart, that she had always loved the man whom, — 
though she had rejected him time after time because of the dangers 
of his ways, — she had at last married, yet it must have been 
pleasant to him, even in his peril, to hear from her own lips how 
well she ha^ esteemed him. She left the court with her veil down, 
and he could not catch her eye ; but Lord Chiltern nodded to him 
in his old pleasant familiar way, as though to bid him take courage, 
and to tell him that all things would even yet be well with him. 

The evidence given by Lady Cantrip and her husband, and by 
Mr. Monk was equally favourable. She had always regarded him 
as a perfect gentleman. Lord Cantiip had found him to be devoted 
to the service of the country, — modest, intelligent, and high-spirited. 
Perhaps the few words which fell from Mr. Monk were as strong as 
any that were spoken. He is a man whom .1 have delighted to 
call my friend, and I have been happy to think that his services have 
been at the disi)osal of his country.^^ 

Sir Gregory Grogram replied. It seemed to him that the evi- 
dence was as he had left it. It would be for the jury to decide, 
under such directions as his lordship might be pleased to give 
them, how far that evidence brought the guilt home to the prisoner. 
He would use no rhetoric in pushing the case against the prisoner ; 
but he must submit to them that his learned friend had not shown 
that acquaintance with human nature, which the gentleman un- 
doubtedly possessed in arguing that there had lacked time for the 
conception and execution of the crime. Then, at considerable 
length, he strove to show that Mr. Chaffanbrass had been unjustly 
severe upon Lord Fawn. 

It was late in the afternoon when Sir Gregory had finished liis 
speech, and the judge’s charge was reserved for a sixth day. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

CONFUSION IN THE COURT. 

On the following morning it was observed that before the 
judges took their seats Mr. Chaffanbrass entered the court with a 
manner much more brisk than was expected from him now that 
his own- work was done. As a matter of course he would be 
there to hear the charge, but, almost equally as a matter of course, 
he would be languid, silent, cross, and unenergctic. They who 
knew him were sure, when they saw his bearing on this morning, 
that he intended to do something more before the charge was 
given. The judges, entered the court nearly half an hour fater 
than usual, and it was observ'ed with siir 2 )rise that they were fol- 
lowed by the Duke of Omnium. Mr. Chaffanbrass was on his 
feet before the Chief Justice had taken his seat, but the judge 
was the first to speak. It was observed that he held a scrap of 
paper in his hand, and that the barrister held a similar scrap. 
Then every man in the court knew that some message had come 
suddenly by the wires. “ 1 am informed, Mr. Chaffanbrass, that 
you wish to address the court before I begin my charge.^' 

“Yes, my lud ; and I am afraid, my lud, that I shall have to 
ask your ludship to delay your charge ‘for some days,, and to sub- 
ject the jury to the very great inconvenience of j)rolonged incar- 
ceration for another week ; — either to do that or to call upon the 
jury to acquit the prisoner. I venture to assert, on my own peril, 
that no jury can convict the prisoner after hearing me read that 
which I hold in my hand.'' Then Mr. Chaffanbrass paused, as 
though expecting that* the judge would speak ; — but the judge 
said not a word, but sat looking at the old barrister over his 
spectacles. 

Every ""eye was turned ' upon Phineas Finn, who up to this 
moment had heard nothing of these new tidings, — who did not 
in the least know on what was grounded the singularly confi- 
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dent, — almost insolently confident assertion which Mr. Chaffan- 
brass had made in his favour. On him the effect was altogether 
distressing. He had bom the trying week with singular forti- 
tude, having stood there in the place of shame hour after hour, 
and day after day, expecting his doom. It had been to him as 
a life-time of torture. He had become almost numb from the 
weariness of his position and the agonising strain uyon his mind. 
The gaoler had offered him a seat from day to day, but he had 
always refused it, preferring to lean upon the rail and gaze upon 
the court. He had almost ceased to hope for anything except 
the end oT it He had lost count of the days, and had begun to 
feel that the trial was an eternity of torture in itself. At nights 
he could not sleep, but during the Sunday, after mass, he had 
slept all day. Then it had begun again, and when the Tuesday 
came he hardly knew how long it had been since that vacant 
Sunday. And now he heard the advocate declare, without 
knowing on what ground the declaration was grounded, that the 
trial must be postponed, or that the jury must be instructed to 
acquit him. 

‘‘ This telegram has reached us only this morning,’^ continued 
Mr. Chaffaiibrass. ‘ Mealyus had a house door-key made in 
Prague. We have tlic mould in our possession, and will bring 
the man who made the key to England.' Now, my lud, the case 
in the hands of the police, as against this man Mealyus, or 
Emilius, as he has chosen to call himself, broke down altogether 
on the presumption that he could not have let himself in and out 
of the house in which he had put himself to bed on the night of 
the murder. We now j^roiDose to prove that he had prepared 
himself with the means of doing so, and had done so after a 
fashion which is conclusive as to his having required the key 
for some guilty purj:)ose. We assert that your liidship cannot 
allow the case to go to the jury without taking cognisance of this 
telegram ; and we go further, and say that those twelve men, 
as twelve human beings with hearts in their bosoms and ordinary 
intelligence at their command, cannot ignore the message, even 
should your ludship insist upon their doing so with all the 
energy at your disposal." • 

Xhen there was a scene in Court, and it appeared that no less 
than four messages had been received from Prague, all to the 
same effect. One had been addressed by Madame Goesler to 
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her friend the Duchess, — ^and that message had caused the Duke's 
appearance on the scene. He had brought his telegram direct 
to the Old Bailey, and the Chief Justice now held it in his hand. 
The lawyer’s clerk who had accompanied Madame Goesler had 
telegraphed to the Governor of the Gaol, to Mr. Wickerby, and 
to the Attorney-General. Sir Gregory, rising with the telegram 
in his hand, stated that he had received the same information. 
‘‘I do not see,” said he, “that it at all alters the evidence as 
against the prisoner/' 

“Let your evidence go to the jury, then,” said Mr. Chaffan- 
brass, “with such observations as his lordship may choose to 
make on the telegram. I shall be contented. You have already 
got your other man in prison on a charge of bigamy.” 

“ I could not take notice of the message in charging the jury, 
Mr. Chaffanbrass,” said the judge. “ It has come, as far as we 
know, from the energy of a warm friend, — ^from that hearty 
friendship with which it seemed yesterday that this gentleman, 
the prisoner at the bar, has inspired so many men and women of 
high character. But it proves nothing. It is an assertion. And 
where should we all be, Mr. Chaffanbrass, if it should appear 
hereafter that the assertion is fictitious, — prepared purposely to 
aid the escape of a criminal ?” 

“ I defy you to ignore it, my lord.” 

“ I can only suggest, Mr. Chaffanbrass,” continued the judqe, 

“ that you should obtain the consent of the gentlemen on the 
other side to a postponment of my charge.” 

Then spoke out the foreman of the jnry. Was it proposed that 
they should he locked up till somebody should come from Prague, 
and that then the trial should be rcconfmenced ? The system, 
said the foreman, under whi^h Middlesex juries were chosen for 
service in the City was known to be most horribly cruel ; — but 
cruelty to jurymen such as this had never even been heard of. 
Then a most irregular word was spoken. One of the jurymen 
declared that he was quite willing to believe the telegram. “ Every 
one believes it,” said Mr. .Chaffanbrass. Then the Chief Justice 
scolded the juryman, and Sir Gregory Grogram scolded Mr. Chaffan- 
brass. It seemed as though all the rules of the Court were to be 
set at defiance. “ Will my learned friend say that he doesn’t believe • 
it?” asked Mr. Chaffanbrass. “I neither believe nor disbelieve 
it ; but it cannot affect the evidence,” said Sir Gregory. “ Then 
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send the case to the jury,” said Mr. Chaffanbrass. It seemed 
that everybody was talking, and Mr. Wickerby, the attorney, tried 
to explain it all to the prisoner over the bar of the dock, not in 
the lowest possible voice. The Chief Justice became angry, and 
the guardian of the silence of the Court bestirred himself ener- 
getically. “ My lud,” said Mr. Chaffanbrass, ** I maintain that it 
is proper that the prisoner should be informed of the purport of 
these telegrams. Mercy demands it, and justice as well.” Phineas 
Finn, however, did not understand, as he had known nothing 
about the 4atch-key of the house in Northumberland Street. 

Something, however, must be done. The Chief Justice was of 
opinion that, although the preparation of a latch-key in Prague 
could not really affect the evidence against the prisoner, — although 
the facts against the prisoner would not be altered, let the manu- 
facture of that special key be ever so clearly proved, — nevertheless 
the jury were entitled to have before them the facts now tendered 
in evidence before they could be called upon to give a verdict, 
and that therefore they should submit themselves, in the service 
of their country, to the very serious additional inconvenience 
which they would be called upon to endure. Sundry of the ^ury 
altogether disagreed with this, and became loud in their anger. 
They had already been locked up for a week. ‘‘And we are 
quite prepared to give a verdict,” said one. The judge again 
scolded him very severely ; and as the Attorney-General did at 
last assent, and as the unfortunate jurymen had no power in the 
matter, so it was at last arranged. The trial should be postponed 
till time should be given for Madame Goesler and the blacksmith 
to reach London from Prague. 

If the matter was interesting to the public before, it became 
doubly interesting now. It was of course known to everybody 
that Madame Goesler had undertaken a journey to Bohemia, — 
and, as many supposed, a roving tour through all the wilder parts 
of unknown Europe, Poland, Hungary, and the Princi])alities 
for instance, — with the object of looking for evidence to save the 
life of Phineas Finn ; and grandly romahtic tales were told of her 
wit, her wealth, and her bea^ity. The story was published of the 
, Duke of Omnium's will only not exactly the true story, The late 
Duke had left her everything as his disposal, and, it was hinted that 
they load been privately married just before the Duke's death. Of 
course Madame Goesler became very popular, and the blacksmith 
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from Prague who had made the key was expected with an 
enthusiasm which almost led to preparation for a public reception. 

And yet, let the blacksmith from Prague be ever so minute in 
his evidence as to the key, let it be made as clear as running water 
that Mealyus had caused to be constructed for him in Prague a 
key that would open the door of the house in Northumberland 
Street, the facts as proved at the trial would not be at all changed. 
The lawyers were much at variance with their opinions on the 
matter, some thinking that the judge had been altogether wrong 
in delaying his charge. According to them he should not have 
allowed Mr. Chaffanbrass to have read the telegram in Court. 
The charge should have been given, and the sentence of the Court 
should have been pronounced if a verdict of guilty were given. 
The Home Secretary should then have granted a respite till the 
coming of the blacksmith, and have extended this respite to a 
pardon, if advised that the circumstances of the latchkey rendered 
doubtful the propriety of the verdict. Others, however, maintained 
that in this way a grievous penalty would be inflicted on a man 
wha by general consent, was now held to be innocent. Not only 
would he, by such an arrangement of circumstancet, have been 
left for some prolonged period under the agony of a condemnation, 
but, by the necessity of the case, he would lose his seat for 
Tankerville. It would be imperative upon the House to declare 
vacant by its own action a seat held by a man condemned to 
death for murder, and no pardon from the Queen or from the 
Home Secretary would absolve the House from that duty. The 
House, as a House of Parliament, could only recognise the verdict 
of the jury as to the man^s guilt. The Queen, of course, might 
pardon whom she j^leased, but no i)ardon from the Queen would 
remove the guilt implied by the sentence. Many went much 
furthur than this, and were prepared to prove that were he once 
condemned he could not afterwards sit in the House, even if 
re-elected. 

Now there was unquestionably an intense desire, — since the 
arrival of these telegrams, — that Phineas Finn should retain his 
seat. It may be a question whether he 'would not have been the 
most popular man in the House could he have sat there on the* 
day after the telegrams arrived. Tlie Attorney-General had 
declared, — and many others had declared with him, — that this 
information about the latch-key did not in the least affect the 
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evidence as given against Mr. Finn. Could it have been possible 
to convict the other man, merely because he had surreptitiously 
caused a door-key of the house in which he lived to be made for 
him ? And how would this new information have been received 
had Lord Fa^vn sworn unreservedly that the man he had seen 
running out of the mews had been Phineas Finn ? It was ac- 
knowledged that the latch-key could not be accepted as sufficient 
evidence against Mealyus. But nevertheless ihe information con- 
veyed by the telegrams altogether changed the opinion of the 
. public as t<j the guilt or innocence of Phineas Finn. His life 
now might have been insured, as against the gallows, at a very 
low rate. It was felt that no jury could convict him, and he was 
much more pitied in being subjected to a prolonged incarceration 
than even those twelve unfortunate men who had felt sure that 
the Wednesday would have been the last day of their unmerited 
martyrdom. 

Phineas in his prison was materially circumstanced precisely as 
he had been before the trial. He was supplied with a profusion 
of luxuries, could they have comforted him ; and was allowed 
to receive visitors. But he would see no one but his sisters, 
— except that he had one interview with Mr. Low. Even Mr. 
Low found it difficult to make him comprehend the exact con- 
dition of the affair, and could not induce him to be comforted 
when he did understand it. What had he to do, — how could 
his innocence or his guilt be concerned, — with the manufacture 
of a paltry key by such a one as Mealyus ? How would it have 
been with him and with his name for ever if this fact had not 
been discovered? “I was to be hung or saved from lianging 
according to the chances of such a thing as this 1 I do not care 
for my life in a country where such injustice can be done.'’ 
His friend endeavoured to assure him that even had nothing 
been heard of the key the jury would have acquitted liim. 
But Phineas would not believe him. It had seemed to him 
as he had listened to the whole proceeding that the Court had 
been against him. The Attorney aiM Solicitor-Ccncral had 
appeared to him resolved upon hanging him, — men who had 
been, at any rate, his intimafe acquaintances, with whom lie had 
sat on the same bench, who ought to have known him. And the 
judge had taken the jDart of Lord Fawn, w^ho had seemed to 
Phineas to be bent on swearing away his life. He had borne 
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himself very gallantly during that week^ having in all his inter- 
course with his attorney, spoken without a quaver in his voice, 
and without a flaw in the perspicuity of his intelligence. But 
now, when Mr. Low came to him, explaining to him that it was 
impossible that a verdict should be found against him, he was 
quite broken down. There is nothing left of we/^ he said at 
the end of the interview. I feel that I had better take to my 
bed and die. Even when I think of all that friends have done 
for me, it fails to cheer me. In this matter I should not have had 
to depend on friends. Had not she gone for. me to that ])lace 
every one would have believed me to be a murderer.^' 

And yet in his solitude he thought very much of the mar- 
vellous love shown to him by his friends. Words had ' been 
spoken whicli had been very sweet to him in all his misery, — 
words such as neither men nor women can say to each other in 
the ordinary intercourse of life, much as they may wish that their 
]mrport should be understood. Lord Chiltem, Lord Cantrip, 
and Mr. Monk had alluded to him as a man specially singled 
out by them for their friendship. Lady Cantrip, than whom no 
woman in London was more discreet, had been equally en- 
thusiastic. Then how gracious, how tender, how inexpressibly 
sweet had been the words of her who had been Violet Effingham ? 
And now the news had reached him of Madame Goesler's journey 
to the continent. “ It was a wonderful thing for her to do,” Mr. 
I>ow had said. Yes, indeed ! Remembering all that had passed 
between them he acknowledged to himself that it was very won- 
derful. AVere it not that his back was now broken, that he was 
prostrate and must remain so, a man utterly crushed by what he 
had endured, it might have been possible that she should do more 
for him even than she yet had done. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

HATE HER!” - 

Lady Laura Kennedy had been allowed to take no active 
jxirt in the manifestations of friendship which at this time were 
made bn behalf of Phineas Finn. She had, indeed, gone to 
him in his prison, and made daily efforts to administer to his 
comfort ; but she could not go up in the Court and speak for 
him. And now this other woman, whom she hated, would have 
the glory of his deliverance ! She already began to see a fate 
before her, which w'ould make even her past misery as nothing 
to that which was to come. She was a widow, — not yet two 
months a widow ; and though she did not and could not mourn 
the death of a husband as do other widows, — though she could 
not sorrow in her heart for a man whom she had never loved, and 
from whom she had been separated during half her married life, 
— yet the fact of her widow'hood and the circumstances of her 
weeds.wTre heavy on her. That she loved this man, Phineas Finn, 
with a passionate devotion of w^hich the other woman could know 
nothing she was quite sure. Love him ! Had she not been true 
to him and to his interests from the very first day in which he 
had come among them in London, \vith almost more than a 
woman's tnith ? She knew and recalled to her memory over and 
over again her own one great sin, — the fault of her life. When 
she was, as regarded her own means, a poor woman, she had re- 
fused to be this poor man’s wife, and had given her hand to a 
rich suitor. But she had done this with a conviction . that she 
could so best serve the interests of the man in regard to wiiom 
she had promised herself that her feeling should henceforth be 
one of simple and purest friendship. She had made a great 
effort to ^arry out that intention, but the effort had been futile. 
She had striven to do her duty to a husband whom she disliked, 
— but even in that she had failed. At one time she had been 
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persistent in her intercourse with Phineas Finn, and at another 
had resolved that she would not see him. She had been madly 
angry with him when ]^e came to her with the story of his Ipve 
for another woman, and had madly shown her anger ; but yet 
she had striven to get for him the wife he wanted, though in 
doing so she would have abandoned one of the dearest purposes 
of her life. She had moved heaven and earth for him, — her 
heaven and earth, — ^T^'hen there was danger that he would Ibsc 
his seat in Parliament.^, She had encountered the jealousy of 
her husband with scorn, — and had then deserted him because he 
was jealous. Anfl all this she did with a consciousness of her 
own virtue which was almost as sublime as it was ill-founded. 
She had been wrong. Slie confessed so much to herself with 
bitter tears. She had marred the happiness of three persons by 
the mistake she had made in early life. But it hnd not yet oc- 
curred to her that she had sinned. To her thinking the jealousy 
of her husband had been preposterous and abominable, because 
she had known, — and had therefore felt that he should have 
known, — that she would never disgrace him by that which the 
world calls falsehood in a wife. She had married him without 
loving him, but it seemed to her that he was in fault for that. 
They ha?l become wretched, but she had never pitied his wretched- 
ness. She had left him, and thought herself to be ill-used because 
he had ventured to reclaim his wife. Through it all she had been 
true in her regard to the one man she had ever loved, and, — 
though she admitted her own folly and knew her own shipwreck, — 
yet she had always drawn some woman's consolation from the 
conviction of her own constancy. He had vanished from her 
sight for a while with a young wife, — ^never from her mind, — and 
then he had returned a widower. Through silence, absence, and 
distance she had been true to him. On his return to his old ways 
she had at once welcomed him and strove to aid him. Everything 
that was hers should be his, — if only he would open his hands to 
take it. And she would tell it him all, — let him know every cor- 
ner of her heart. She’ was a married woman, and could not be 
his wife. She was a woman of virtue, and would not be his mis- 
tress. But she would be to him a friend so tender that no wile, 
no mistress should ever have been fonder ! She did* tell him 
everything as they stood together on the ramparts of the old 
Saxon castle. Then he had kissed her, and pressed her to his 
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heart, — not because he loved her, but because he was generous. 
She had partly understood it all, — ^but yet had not understood it 
thoroughly. He did not assure her of his love, — ^but then she 
was a wife, and would have admitted no love that was sinful. 
When she returned to Dresden that night she stood gazing at 
herself in the glass and saw that there was nothing there to attract 
the love of such a man as Phineas Finn, — of one who was himself 

A 

glorious with manly beauty ;^bnt yet for her sadness there was 
some cure, somQ possibility of consolation in the fact that she 
was a wife. % Why speak of love at all when marriage was so far 
out of the question ? But now she was a wido# and as free as 
he was, — a widow endowed with ample wealth ; and she was 
the woman to whom he had sworn his love when they had stood 
together, both young, by the the falls of the I.inter ! How often 
might they stand there again if only his constancy would equal 
hers ? 

She had seen him once since Fate had made her a widow ; but 
then she had been but a few days a widow, and his life had at that 
moment been in strange jeopardy. There had certainly been no 
time then for other love than that which the circumstances and 
the sorrow of the hour demanded from their mutual friendship. 
From that day, from the first moment in which she had heard of 
his arrest, every thought, every effort of her mind had been devoted 
to his affairs. So great was his peril and so strange, that it almost 
wiped out from her mind the remembrance of her own condition. 
Should they hang him, — ^undoubtedly she would die. Such a 
termination to all her aspirations for him whom she had selected 
as her god upon earth would utterly crush her. She had borne 
much, but she could never bear that. Should he .escape, but 
escape ingloriously ; — ah, then he should know what the devotion 
of a woman could do for a man ! But if he should leave his 
prison with flying colours, and come forth a hero to the world, 
how would it be with her then ? She could foresee and under- 
stand of what nature would be the ovation with which he would 
be greeted. She had already heard what ‘the Duchess was doing 
and sapng. She knew how eager on his behalf were Lord and 
Lady Cantrip. She discussed the matter daily with her sister-in- 
law, and knew what her brother thought. If the acquittal were 
perfect, there would certainly be an ovation, — in wiiich, was it not 
certain to her, that she would be forgotten ? And she heard 
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much too, of Madame Goesler. And now there came the news, 
Madame Goesler had gone to Prague, to Cracow, — ^and where 
not ? — spending her wealth, employing her wits, bearing fatigue, 
openly before the world on this man's behalf ; and had done so 
successfully. She had found this evidence of the key, and now 
because the tracings of a key had been discovered by a woman, 
people were ready to believe that he was innocent, as to whose 
innocence she, Laura Kennedy, woujd have been willing to stake 
her own life from the beginning of the affair ! 

Why had it not been her lot to go to Prague? Would not she 
liave drunk up !Rsil, or swallowed a crocodile against any she- 
Laertes that would have thought to rival and to parellel her great 
love ? Would not she have piled up new Ossas, had the op- 
portunity been given her? Womanlike she had gone to him 
in her trouble, — had burst through his prison doors, had thrown 
herself on his breast, and had wept at his feet. But of what avail 
had been that ? This strange female, this Moabitish woman, had 
gone to Prague, and had found a key, — and everybody said that 
the thing was done ! How she hated the strange woman, and 
remembered all the evil things that had been said of the intruder ! 
She told herself over and over again that had it had been any one 
else than this half-foreigner, this German Jewess, this intriguing 
unfeminine upstart, she could have born it. Did not all the world 
know that the woman for the last two years had been the mistress 
of that old doting Duke who was now dead ? Had one ever 
heard who was her father or who was her mother ? Had it not 
always been declared of her that she was a pushing, dangerous, 
.scheming creature ? And then she was old enough to be his 
mother, though by some Mcdean tricks known to such women, she 
was able to postpone, — not the ravages of age, — but the manifes- 
tation of them to the eyes of the world. In all of which charges 
poor I^dy Laura wronged her rival foully ; — in that matter 
of age especially, for, as it happened, Madame Goesler 
was hy some months the younger of the two. But Lady I^ura 
was a blonde, and trouble had told upon her outwardly, as 
it is Avont to do upon those who are fair-skinned, and, at the 
same time, high-hearted. But Madame Goesler was a brunette, 
— swarthy, I^dy Laura would have called her, — ^with bright eyes 
and glossy hair and thin cheeks, and now being somewhat over 
thirty she was at her best. Lady Laura hated her as a fair 
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woman who has lost her beauty can hate the dark-woman who 
keeps it. 

What made her think of the key ? ” said Lady Chiltern. 

‘'I don’t believe she did think of it. It \vas an accident. ’ 

“ Then why did she go ?” 

‘‘ Oh, Violet, do not talk to me about that woman any more, 
or I shall be mad.” 

She has done him good service.” 

“ Very well ; — so be it. Let him have the service. I know 
they would have acquitted him if she had never stirred from 
London. Oswald says so. But no matter. L<it her have her 
triumph. Only do not talk to me about her. You know what 
I have thought about her ever since she first came up in London. 
Nothing ever surprised me so much as that you should take her 
by the hand.” 

“ I do not know that I took her specially by the hand.” 

“You had her down at Harrington.” 

“ Yes ; I did. And I do like her. And I know nothing 
against her. I think you are prejudiced against her, Laura.” 

“Very well. Of course you think and can say what you 
please. I hate her, and tliat is sufficient.” Then, after a pause, 
she added, “ Of course he will marry her. I know tlmt well 
enough. It is nothing to me whom he marries — only, — only, — 
only, after all that has passed it seems hard upon me that 
his wife should be the only ivoman in London that I could 
not visit.” 

“ Dear Laura, you should control your thoughts about this 
young man.” 

“ Of course I should ; — but I don’t. You mean* that 1 am 
disgracing myself.” 

“ No.” 

“ Yes, you do. Oswald is more candid, and tells me so ojicnly. 
And yet what have I done ? The world has been hard upon me, 
and I have suffered. Do I desire anything except that he shall 
be happy and respectable ? Do I hope* for anything ? I will 
go back and linger out my life at Dresden, where my disgrace can 
hurt no one.” Her sister-in-law with all imaginable tenderness 
said what she could to console the miserable woman ; — but there 
was no consolation possible. They both knew that Phineas Finn 
would never renew the offer which he had once made. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE FOREIGN BLUDGEON 

In the meafttime Madame Goesler, having accomplished the 
journey from Prague in considerably less than a week, reached 
London with the blacksmith, the attorney's clerk, and the model 
of the key. The trial liad been adjourned on Wednesday, the 
24th of June, and it had been suggested that the jury should be 
again put into their box on that day week. All manner of incon- 
venience was to be endured by various members of the legal pro- 
fession, and sundry irregularities were of necessity sanctioned on 
this great occasion. The sitting of the Court should have been 
concluded, and everybody concerned should have been some- 
where else, but the matter was suflicient to justify almost any 
departure from routine. A member of the House of Commons 
was in custody, and it liad already been suggested that some 
action should be taken by the House as to his speedy deliverance. 
Unless a jury could find him guilty let him be at once restored 
to his duties and his privileges. The case was involved in diffi- 
cukies, but in the meantime the jury, who had been taken down 
by train every day to have a walk in the country in the company 
of two sheriff's officers, and who had been allowed to dine at 
Greenwich one day and at Richmond on another in the hope that 
whitebait with lamb and salad might in some degree console them 
^for their loss of liberty, were informed that they would be once 
again jait into their box on Wednesday. But Madcime Goesler 
reached London on the Sunday morning, and on the Monday the 
whole affair respecting the key was unravelled in the presence of 
the Attorney-General, and with the personal assistance of our old 
friend, Major Mackintosh. Without a doubt the man Mealyus 
had caused to be made for him in Prague a key which would open 
the door of the house in Northumberland Street. A key was 
made in London from the model now brought which did open 
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the door. The Attorney-General seemed to think that it would 
be his duty to ask the judge to call upon the jury to acquit 
Phineas Finn, and that then the matter must rest for ever, unless 
further evidence could be obtained against Yosef Mealyus. It 
would not be possible to hang a man for a murder simply because 
he had fabricated a key, — even though he might possibly have 
obtained the use of a grey coat for a few hours. There was no 
tittle of evidence to show that he had ever had the great coat on 
his shoulders, or that he had been out of the house on that night. 
Lord Fawn, to his infinite disgust, was taken to the prison in 
which MeaJj^iis was detained, ^T-nd was confronted with the man, 
but he could safTl^thing. Mealyus, at his own suggestion, put 
on the coat, and stalked about the room in it. But Lord Fawn 
would not sa)^ti w ord. The person whom he now saw might 
have been the man in the street, or Mr. Finn might have been 
the man, or any other man might have been the man. Lord Fawn 
was very dignified, very reserved, and very unhappy. To his 
thinking he w^as the great martyr of this trial. Phineas Finn wns 
becoming a hero. Against the twelve jurymen the finger of scorn 
wnuld never be pointed. But his sufferings must endure for his 
life, — might probably embitter his life to the very end. Looking 
into his own future from his present point of view he did not see 
how he could ever again appear before the eye of the j)ublic. 
And yet wdth what persistency of conscience had he struggled to 
be true and honest ! On the present occasion he wnuld say 
nothing. He had seen a man in • a grey coat, and for the future 
would confine himself to that. “You did not see me, my lord,'' 
said Mr. Emilius with touching simplicity. * 

So the matter stood on the Monday afternoon, and the jury had 
already been told that they might be released on the following 
Tuesday, — might at any rate hear the judge’s charge on that day, 
— w^hen another discovery w^as made more wonderful than that of 
the key. And this was made wdthout any journey to Prague, and 
might, no doubt, have been made on any day since the murder 
had been committed. And it was a discovery for not having made 
which the police force generally w^as subjected to heavy censure. 
A beautiful little boy w^as s»cn playing in one of those gardens 
through w^hich the passage runs with a short loaded bludgeon in 
his hand. He came into the house with the weapon, the maid who 
was with him having asked the little lord no question on the subject. 
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But luckily it attracted attention, and his little lordship took two 
gardeners and, a cpacJuajan and all the nurses to the very spot . 
which he found it &fore an hour was over he was standmg at. 
his fathers knee, detailing the feet with great open eyes to t#o * 
policemen, having by this time become immensely proud of his 
adventure. This occurred late on the' Monday afternoon, when 
the noble family were at dinner, and the noble family was consider- 
ably disturbed, and at the same time very much interested, by the 
occurrence. But on the Tuesday morning there was the additional 
fact established that a bludgeon loaded with lead had been found 
among the thick grass and undergrowth of shrubs in a spot to 
which it might easily have been thrown by p 'i^'one attempting to 
pitch it over the wall. The news flew aboUt the town like wildfire, 
dnd it was now considered certain that the real mCirderer would be ^ 
discovered. ' 

But the renewal of the trial was again postponed till the Wed- 
nesday, as it was necessary that ^ entire day should be devoted 
to the bludgeon. The instrument was submitted to the eyes and 
hands of persons experienced in such matters, and it was declared 
on all sides that the thing was not of English manufacture. It 
was about a foot long, with a leathern thong to the handle, with 
something of a spring in the shaft, and with the oval loaded knot 
at the end cased with leathern thongs very minutely and skilfully 
cut. They who understood modern work in leather gave it as their 
opinion that the weapon had been made in Paris. It was consi- 
dered that Mealyus had brought it with him, and concealed it in 
preparation for this occasion. If the police could succeed in trac- 
ing Ae bludgeon into his hands, or in proving that he had purchased 
any such instrument, then, — so it was thought — there would be 
evidence to justify a police magistrate in sending Mr. Emilius to 
occupy the place so lately and so long held by poor Phineas Finn. 
But till that had been done, there could be nothing to connect the 
preacher with the murder. All who had heard the circumstances 
of the case were convinced tlmt Mr. Bonteen had been murdered 
by the weapon lately discovered, and not by that which Phineas 
had carried in his pocket, — but no one could adduce proof that it 
was so. This second bludgeon wou?d no doubt help to remove 
the difficulty in regard to Phineas, but would not give atonement 
to the shade of Mr. Bonteen. 

Mealyus was confronted with the weapon in the presence of 
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Major Mackintosh, .and was told its story ; — ^liow it was found in 
the nobleman’s garden by the little boy. At the first moment, 
with instant readiness, he. took the thing in his hand, and looked 
at it with feigned curiosity. He must have studied his conduct so 
as to have it ready for sucli an occasion, thinking that it might 
some day occur. But with all his presence of mind he could not 
keep the tell-tale blood from mounting. 

You don’t know anything about it, Mr. Mealyus ? ” said one 
of the policemen present, looking closely into his face. Of 
course you need not criminate yourself.” 

What sh> dd .1 know about it ? No ; — I know nothing about 
the stick. I n^-t-r hJei such a slick, or, as I believe, saw one 
before.” He d|[i it very well, but he could not keep the blood 
from rising to his cheeks. The policemen were sure that he was 
the murderer, — ^but what could they do ? 

You saved his life, certainly,” said the Duchess to her friend 
on the Sunday afternoon. That had been before the bludgeon was 
found. 

I do not believe that they could have touched a hair of his 
liead,” said Madame Goesler. 

Would they not ? Everybody felt sure that he 'would be hung. 
Would it not have been awful? J do not see how you are to help 
be coming man and wife now, for all the world are talking about 
you,” Madame Goesler smiled, and said that she was quite indif- 
ferei^t to the world’s talk. On the Tuesday after the bludgeon was 
found, the two ladies met again. “ Now it was known that it was 
the clergyman,” said the Duchess. 

I never doubted it.” 

fie must have been a brave man for a foreigner, — to have 
attacked Mr. Bontccn^all alone in the street, when any one might 
have seen him. I don’t feel to hate him so very much after all. 
As for that little wife of his, she has got no more than she de- 
served.” 

Mr. Finn will surely be acquitted now.” 

Of course he’ll be acquitted. Nobody doubts about it. That 
is all settled, and it is a shame that he should be kept in prison 
even over to-day. I should tKink they’ll make him a peer, and 
give him a pension, — or at the very least appoint him secretary to 
something. I do wish Plantagenet hadn’t been in such a hurry 
about that nasty Board of Trade, and then he might have* gone 

VOL. II. p 



210 


nilNEAS REDUX. 


there. He couldn^t very well be Privy Seal, unless they do make 
him a peer. You woiikln^t mind, — would you, my dear ? 

I think you^Jl find that they will console Mr. Finn with some- 
thing less gorgeous than that. You have succeeded in seeing him, 
of course?” 

“ Plantagcnet wouldn’t let me, but I know w'ho did.” 

‘‘ Some lady ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, — a lady. Half the men about the clubs went to him, 
I believe.” 

“Who Avas she?” 

“ You won't be ill-natured ? ” 

“ I'll endeavour at any rate to kc6p my'cempef Duchess.” 

“It was Lady Laura.” , ' 

“ I sui)i)Oscd so.” 

“ d’hey say she is frantic about him, my dear.” 

“ I never believe those things. Women do not get frantic about 
men in these days. I’hey liave been very old friends, and have 
known eacli other for many years. Her brother, Lord Chiltern, 
was his parti('ular friend. I do not wonder that she should have 
seen him.” 

“ Of course you know that she is a widow.” 

Oh, yes ; — Mr. Kennedy had died long Ix'fore I left England.'' 

“ And she is very rich. She has got all Lough Linter for hei 
life, and her own fortune back again. I will bet you anything yoi 
like that slic offers to share it with him.” 

“ It maybe so/’ said Madame Goeslcr, while the slightest blnsl 
in llie world suffused her check. 

“ And ril make you another bet, and give you any odds.” 

“ What is that ?” 

“ d’liat lie refuses licr. It it quite a common tiling nowadays fo 
ladies to make the offer, and for gentlemen to refuse. Tndeec 
it was felt to be so inconvenient while it was thought that gentk 
men had not the alternative, that some men became afraid of goin 
into society. It is better understood now.” 

“ Such things liave 'licon done, I do not doubt,” said Madam 
(Jocsler, who> had ventured to avert her face without making th 
motion apparent to her fi iend. 

“ When this is all over we^ll get him down to Matching, an 
manage better tlian that. I should think they’ll hardly go on wit 
the Session, as nobody has done anything since the arrest. Whf 
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Mr. Finn has been in prison legislation has come to a standstill 
altogether. Even Plantagenet doesn't work above twelve hours a 
day, and I’m told that poor Lord Fawn hasn’t been near his office 
for the last fortnight. When the excitement is over they’ll never 
be able to get back to their business before the grouse. There’ll 
be a few dinners of course, just as a compliment to the great man, 
— but London will break up after that, I should think. You won’t 
come in for so much of the glory as you would have done if they 
hadn’t found the stick. Little Lord Frederick must have his share,, 
you know.” ^ 

It’s the m(j^^jF*.xj^’jlar case I ever knew,” said Sir Simon Slope 
that night to of his friends. ‘‘ We certainly should have hanged' 
him but for the Wo accidents, and yet ncitlier of them brings us a 
bit nearer to hanging any one else.” 

‘‘ What a pity ! ” 

“ It shows the danger of circumstantial evidence, — and yet with- 
out it one never could get at any murder. Fm very glad, you 
know, that the key and the stick did turn up. 1 never thought 
much about the coat ” 



CHAPTER XXVIT. 

Ti^IE VERDICT. 

On the Wednesday morning Phineas rinfV*.4y/i again Drougnt 
into the court, and again placed in the dock.'} There was a 
general feeling that he sliould not again have beC;n so disgraced ; 
but he was still a prisoner under a charge of murder, and it was 
ex]>Iained to him that the circumstances of the case and the 
stringency of the law did not admit of his being seated elsewhere 
during his trial. Pie treated the apology with courteous scorn. 
He should not have chosen, he said, to have made any change till 
after the trial was over, even had any change been jiermitted. 
When he was brought up the steps into the dock after the judges 
had taken their scats there was almost a shout of a])plausc. The 
crier was very angry, and gave it to be understood that everybod}' 
would be arrested iiuless everybody was silent ; but the Chief 
Justice said not a word, nor did those great men the Attorney and 
Solicitor-General exjiress any displeasure. The bench was again 
crowded with Members of Parliament from both Houses, and on 
this occasion Mr. Gresham himself had accompanied Lord Can- 
trip). 'The two Dukes were there, and men no bigger than 
i,.aurence lutzGibbon were forced to subject themselves to the 
benevolence of the Under-Sheriff. 

Phineas himself was pale and haggard. It was observed that 
he leaned forward on the rail of the do( k all the clay, not stand- 
ing upright as he liad done before ; and they who watched him 
closely said that he never once raised his eyes on this day to 
meet those of the men opposite to him on the bench, although 
heretofore throughout the trial he had stood witli his face raised 
so as to look directly at those who were there seated. On thi^ 
occasion he kept his eyes fixed upon the speaker. But the 
whole bearing of the man, his gestures, his gait, and his coun- 
tenance were changed during the first long week of his trial. 
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his uprightness, the manly beauty of his countenance, and 
the general courage and tranquillity of his deportment had 
been conspicuous. Whatever had been his fears, no mark of fear 
had disfigured his countenance. He liad never once condescended 
to the exhibition of any outward show of effrontery. Through 
six weary days he had stood there, supported by a manhood 
sufficient for the terrible emergcnc}^ But now it seemed that at 
any rate the outward grace of his demeanour had deserted him. 
But it was known that he had been ill during the last few days, 
and it had been whispered through thqpscourt that he liad not slept 
at nights. SL\^.e the adjournment of the court there had been 
bulletins as to h> health, and everybody knew that the confine- 
ment was begiiiiiing to tell ufjon him. 

On the present occasion the proceedings of the day were 
opened by the Attorney-General, wlio began by apologising to the 
jury. Apologies to the jury had been very frequent during the 
trial, and each apology had called forth fresh grumbling. On 
this occasion the foreman expressed a hoj)e that the Legislature 
would consider the condition of things which made it possible 
that twelve gentlemen all conceraed extensively in business should 
be confined for fourteen days because a mistake had been made 
in the evidence as to a murder. Then the Chief J ustice, bowing 
down his head and looking at them over the rim of his spectacles 
with an expression of wisdom that almost convinced them, told 
them that he was aware of no mistake in the evidence. It might 
become their duty, on the evidence which they had heard and the 
further evidence which they would hear, to acquit the prisoner at 
the bar ; but not qn that account would there have been any mis- 
take or erroneous procedure in the court, other than such error on 
the part of the prosecution in regard to the alleged guilt of the 
])risoner as it was the general and special duty of jurors to remedy. 
I’hcn he endeavoured to reconcile them to their sacrifice by 
describing the importance and glorious British nature of their 
position. My lord,” said one of the jurors, if you was a sales- 
man, and hadfft got no partner, only a very young uin, you'd 
know what it was to be kept out of your business for a fortnight.” 
Than that salesman wagged his head, and put his handkerchief 
up to his eyes, and there was pity also for him in the court. 

After that the Attorney-General went on. His learned friend 
on the other side, — and he nodded to Mr. Chaffanbrass, — had got 
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some further evidence to submit to them on behalf of the pri- 
soner who was still on his trial before them. He now addressed 
them with the view of explaining to them that if that evidence 
should be such as he believed, it would become his duty on be- 
half of the Crown to join with his learned friend in requesting 
the Court to direct the jury to acquit the prisoner. Not the less 
on that account would it be the duty of the jury to form their 
own opinion as to the credibility of the fresh evidence which 
would be brought before them. 

There woiVt be mucji doubt about the credibility,” said 
Mr. Chaffanbrass, rising in his place. I am lyKa bit afraid 
about the credibility, gentlemen ; and I don¥^think that you 
need be afraid either. You must understand, gejltleinen, that I 
am now going on calling evidence for the defence. My last 
witness was the Kight Honourable Mr. Monk, who spoke as to 
character. My next will be a Bohemian blacksmith named 
I’raska, — Peter Praska, — who naturally can^t speak a word of 
T'lnglish, and unfortunately can^t speak a word of German either. 
But we have got an interpreter, and I daresay we shall find out 
without much delay what Peter Praska has to tell us.” Then 
i*eter Praska was handed up to the rostrum for the witnesses, 
and the man learned in Czech and also in English was i)laced 
close to liim, and sworn to give a true interpretation. 

Mcalyus the unfortunate one was also in court, brought in 
between two policemen, and the Bohemian blacksmith swore 
that he had made a certain key on the instructions of the man 
he now saw. The reader need not be further troubled with 
all the details of the evidence about the key. It was clearly 
jjroved that in a village near to Prague a key had been made 
such as would open Mr. Meager’s door in Northumberland 
Street, and it was also proved that it was made from a mould 
supplied by Mealyus. This was done by the joint evidence 
of Mr. Meager and of the blacksmith. “ And if I lose ray 
key,” said the reverend gentleman, “why should I not have 
another made ? Did I ever deny it ? This, 1 think, is very 
strange.” But Mr. PLmiiius was very quickly walked back out 
of the court between the two polfcemen, as his presence would 
not be required in regard to the further evidence regarding 
the bludgeon. 

Mr. Chaffanbrass, having finished his business with the key, at 



THE VERDICT. 


2^5 

once began with the bludgeon. The bludgeon was produced^ 
and was handed up to the bench, and inspected by the Chiet 
Justice. The instrument created great interest. Men rose on 
tiptoe to look at it even from a distance, and the Prime Minister 
was envied because for a moment it was placed in his hands. As 
the large-eyed little boy wjio had found it was not yet six years 
old, there was a difficulty in perfecting the thread of the evidence. 
It was not held to be proper to administer an oath to an infant. 
But in a round-about Avay it was proved that the identical 
bludgeon had been picked up in the^ garden. There was an 
elaborate law^vr’s plan produced of the passage, the garden, and 
the wall, — with^^he steps on wliich it was supposed that the blow 
had been struck ; and the spot was indicated on which the child 
had said that he had found the weapon. Then certain workers 
in leather were questioned, who agreed in asserting that no sucli 
instrument as that handed to them had ever been made in 
England. After that two scientific chemists told the jury that 
they had minutely examined the knob of the instrument with 
reference to the discovery of human blood, — but in vain, 'fhey 
were, however, of opinion that the man might very readily 
have been killed by the instniment without any effusion of 
blood at the moment of the blows. This seemed to the jury 
to be the less necessary, as tliree or four surgeons who had 
examined the murdered man’s head had already told them 
that in all probability there had been no such effusion. A\dien 
the judges went out to lunch at two o^clock the jury were trem- 
])ling as to their fate for another night. 

The fresh evidence, however, had been completed, and on tlie 
return of the Court Mr. Chaffanbrass said that he should only 
speak a very few words. For a few words he must ask indulgence, 
though hje knew them to be irregular. But it was the speciality 
of this trial that everything in it was irregular, and he did not 
think that his learned friend the Attorney-General would dispute 
the privilege. The Attorney-General said nothing, and Mr. 
Cliaffanbrass went on with his little speech, — with which he took ’ 
up »the greatest part of an hour. It "was thought to have been 
unnecessary, as nearly all that he said was said again — and was 
sure to have been so said, — ^by the judge. It was not his busi- 
ness, — the business of him, Mr. Chaffanbrass, — to accuse another 
man of the murder of Mr. Bonteen. It was not for him to toll 
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the jury whether there was or was not evidence on which any 
other man should be sent to trial. But it was his bounden duty 
in defence of his client to explain to them that a collection 
of facts tending to criminate another man, — ^which when taken 
together made a fair probability that another man had committed 
the crime, — rendered it quite out of tha^question that they should 
declare his client to be guilty. JEIe did not believe that there was 
11 single person in the court who was not now convinced of the 
innocence of his client; — but it was not permitted to him to trust 
himself solely to that belief. It was his duty to show them that, 
of necessity, they must acquit his dient. When ]\^^"thaffanbrass 
sat down, the Attorney-Clcneral waived any right ^^le might have 
of further reply. ^ ^ 

It was half-past tliree when the judge began his charge. He 
would, he said, do his best to enable the jury to complete their 
tedious duty, so as to return to their families on that night. Indeed 
he would certainly finish his charge before he rose from the seat, 
let the hour be what it might ; and though time must be occupied 
by him in going through the evidence and explaining tlie circum- 
stances of this very singular trial, it might not be improbable that 
the jury would be able to find their verdict without any great 
delay among themselves. There won’t be any delay at all, my 
lord,” said the suffering and very irrational salesman. The poor 
man was again rebuked, mildly, and the Chief Justice continued 
his charge. 

As it occupied four hours in the delivery, of which by far the 
greater part was taken up in recapitulating and sifting evidence 
with which the careful reader, if such there be, has already been 
made too intimately acquainted, the account of it here shall be 
very shoit. The nature of circumstantial evidence was explained, 
and the truth of much that had been said in regard to such evi- 
dence by Mr. Chaffanbrass admitted ; — but, nevertheless, it would 
be impossible, so said his lordship, — to administer jii.stice if 
guilt could never be held to have been proved by circumstantial 
evidence alone. In this case it might not improbably seem to 
them that the gentleman who had so long stood before thenf as 
a prisoner at the bar had been the victim of a most singularly 
untoward chain of circumstances, from which he would have to 
be liberated, should he be at last liberated, by another chain of 
circumstances as singular ; but it was his duty to inform them 
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now, after they had heard what he might call the double evidence, 
that he could not have given it to them as his opinion that the 
charge had been brought home against the prisoner, even had 
those circumstances of the Bohemian key and of the foreign 
bludgeon never been brought to light. He did not mean to say 
that the evidence had not justified the trial. He thought that 
the trial had been fully justified. Nevertheless, had nothing arisen 
to point to the possibility of guilt in another man, he should not 
the less have found himself bound in duty to explain to them that 
the thread of the evidence against Mr. Finn had been incom- 
plete, — or, he would rather say, the weight of it had been, to his 
judgment, insufficient. He was the more intent on saying so 
much as he was desirous of making it understood that, even had 
the bludgeon still remained buried beneath the leaves, had the 
manufacturer of that key never been discovered, the great evil 
would not, he thought, have fallen upon them of punishing the 
innocent instead of the guilty, — that most awful evil of taking in- 
nocent blood in their just attempt to punish murder l)y death. 
As far as he knew, to the best of his belief, that calamity had 
never fallen upon the country in his time. The administration 
of the law was so careful of life that the opposite evil was for- 
tunately more common. He said so much because he would not 
wish that this case should be quoted hereafter as showing the 
possible danger of circumstantial evidence. It had been a case 
in which the evidence given as to character alone lin'd been suffi- 
cient to make him feel that the circumstances which seemed to 
affect the prisoner injuriously could not be taken as establishing 
his guilt. But now other and imposing circumstances had been 
brought to light, and he was sure that the jury would have no 
difficulty with their verdict. A most frightful murder had no doubt 
been committed in the dead of the night. A gentleman coming 
home from his club had been killed, — probably by the hand of 
one who had himself moved in the company of gentlemen. A 
plot had been made, — had probably been thought of for days 
and weeks before, — and had been executed with extreme audacity, 
in order that an enemy might be removed. There could, he 
thought, be but little doubt that Mr. Bonteen had been killed by 
the instrument found in the garden, and if so, he certainly had 
not been killed by the prisoner, who could not be supposed to 
have carried two bludgeons in his pocket, and whose quarrel with 
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the murdered man had been so recent as to have admitted of no 
preparation. They had heard the story of Mr. Meager^s grey 
coat, and of the construction of the duplicate key for Mr. Meagefs 
house-door. It was not for him to tell them on the present occa- 
sion whether these stories, and the evidence by which they had 
been supported, tended to affix guilt elsewhere. It was beyond 
his province to advert to such probability or possibility ; but un- 
doubtedly the circumstances might be taken by them as an 
assistance, if assistance were needed, in coming to a consideration 
on the charge against the j)risoner. Gentlemen,'' he said at 
last, I think you will find no difficulty in acquitting the prisoner 
of the murder laid to his charge," whereupon the jurymen put 
their heads togetlier; and the foreman, without half-a-minute’s 
delay, declared that they were unanimous, and that they found 
the prisoner not guilty. ‘‘And we are of opinion," said the fore- 
man, “ that Mr. Finn should not have been j^iit upon his trial on 
such evidence as has been brought before us." 

The necessity of liberating poor Phineas from the horrors of 
his position was too urgent to allow of much attention being given 
at the moment to this protest. “ Mr. Finn," said the judge, 
addressing the poor broken wretch, “you have been acquitted 
of the odious and abominable charge brought against you, with 
the concurrence, I am sure, not only of those who have heard 
this trial, but of all your countrymen and countrywomen. I need 
not say that you will leave that dock with no stain on your 
character. It has, I hope, been some consolation to you in your 
misfortune to hear the terms in which you have been spoken of 
by such friends as they who came here to give their testimony on 
your behalf. It is, and it has been, a great sorrow to me to see 
such a one as you subjected to so unmerited an ignominy ; but 
a man educated in the laws of his country, as you have been, and 
understanding its constitution fundamentally, as you do, will 
probably have acknowledged that, great as has been the misfortune 
to you personally, nothing more than a proper attempt has been 
made to execute justice. I trust that you may speedily find ' 
yourself able to resume your place among tlie legislators of the 
country." Thus Phineas Finn was acquitted, and the judges, 
collecting up their robes, trooped off from the bench, following 
the long line of their assessors who had remained even to that 
hour to hear the last w^ord of the trial, Mr. Chaffanbrass collected 
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his papers, with the assistance of Mr. Wickerby, — ^totally disre- 
gardful of his junior counsel, and the Attorney and Solicitor- 
General cpngratulated each other on the successful termination of 
a very disagreeable piece of business. 

And Phineas was discLarged. According to the ordinary 
meaning of the words he was now to go about his business as he 
pleased, the law liaving no further need of his person. We can 
understand how in common cases the prisoner discharged on 
his acquittal, — who probably in nine cases out of ten is conscious 
of his own guilt, — may feel the sweetness of his freedom and 
enjoy his immunity from danger with a light heart. He is 
received probably by his wife or young woman, — or perhaps, 
having no wife or young woman to receive him, betakes himself 
to his usual haunts. The interest whicfi has been felt in his career 
is over, and he is no longer the hero of an hour ; — but he is a free 
man, and may drink his gin-and-watcr where lie pleases. Perhaps 
a small admiring crowd may welcome him as he passes out into 
the street, but he has become nobody before he reaches the 
corner. Lut it could not be so with this discharged prisoner, — 
either as regarded himself and his own feelings, or as regarded 
his friends. When the moment came he had hardly as yet thought 
about the immediate future, — had not considered how he would 
live, or where, during the next few months. The sensations of 
the moment had been so full, sometimes of agony and of others of 
anticipated triumph, that he had not attcm[)ted as yet to make for 
himself any schemes. "Jlie Duchess of Omnium had suggested 
that he would be received back into society with an elaborate 
course of fashionable dinners ; but that view of his return to the 
world had certainly not occurred to him. When he was led down 
from the dock he liardly knew whither he was being taken, and 
when he found himself in a small room attached to the Court, 
clas])ed on one arm by Mr. Low and on the other by Lord 
Chiltern, he did not know what they would propose to Iiim, — nor 
had he considered what answer he would make to any proposition. 
At last you are safe,” said Mr. Low. 

But think what he has suffered,” said Lord Chiltern. 

Phineas looked round to ^e if there was any other friend pre- 
sent. Certainly among all his friends he had thought most of her 
who had travelled half across Europe for evidence to save him. 
He had seen Madame Goesler last on the evening preceding the 
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night of the murder, and had not even heard from her since. But 
he had been told what she had done for him, and now he had 
almost fancied that he would have found her waiting for him. He 
smiled first at the one man 'and then at the other, and made an 
effort to carry himself with his ordinary tranquillity. ‘‘ It will be 
all right now, I dare say,'' he said. ‘‘ I wonder whether I could 
have a glass of water.” 

He sat down while the water was brought to him, and his two 
friends stood over him, hardly knowing how to do more than 
support Iiim by their presence. 

Then T.ord Cantrip made his way into the room. He had sat 
on the bench to the last, whereas the other two had gone down 
to receive the prisoner whep acquitted ; — and with him came Sir 
Harry Coldfoot, the Home Secretary. My friend,” said the 
former, “ the bitter day has passed over you, and I hope that the 
bitterness will soon pass away also.” Phincas again attempted to 
smile as he held the hand of the man with whom he had formerly 
been associated in office. 

I should not intrude, Mr. Finn,” said Sir Harry, ‘‘ did I not 
feel myself bound in a special manner to express my regret at the 
great trouble to which you have been subjected.” Phineas rose, 
and bowed stiffly. He had conceived that every one connected 
with the administration of the law had believed him to be guilty, 
and none in his present mood could be dear to him but they who 
from the beginning trusted in his innocence. “ I am requested by 
Mr. Gresham,” continued Sir Harry, to express to you his entire 
sympathy, and his joy that all this is at last over.” Phineas tried 
to make some little speech, but utterly failed. Then Sir Harry 
left them, and he burst out into tears, 

‘‘ Who can be surprised ? ” said Lord Cantrip. ‘‘ The mar\'el is 
that he should have been able to bear it so long.” 

‘‘ It would have crushed me utterly, long since,” said the other 
lord. Then there was a question asked as to what he would do, 
and Mr. Low proposed that he should he allowed to take Phineas 
to his own house for a few days. His wife, he said, had known 
their friend so long and so intimately that she might perhaps be 
able to make herself more serviceable than any other lady, and at 
their house Phineas could receive his sisters just as he would at 
his own. His sisters had been lodging near the prison almost 
ever since the committal, and it had been thought well to remove 



THE VERDICT. 


zzt 


them to Mr. Low’s house in order that they might meet their 
brother there. 

“ I think I’ll go to my — own room — ^in Marlborough Street.” 
These we were the first intelligible' words he had uttered since he 
had been led out of the dock, and to that resolution he adhered. 
Lord Cantrip offered the retirements of a country house belonging 
to himself within an hour’s journey of London, and Lord Chiltern 
declared that Harrington Hall, which Phineas knew, was alto- 
gether at his service, — but Phineas decided in favour of 
Mrs. Bunce, and to Great Marlborough Street he was taken by 
Mr. Low. 

“ ril come to you to-morrow, — with my wife,” — said Lord Chil- 
tern, as he was going. 

“ Not to-morrow, Chiltern. But tell your wife how deei:)ly I 
value her friendship.” Lord Cantrip also offered to come, but was 
asked to wait awhile. ‘‘ I am afraid I am hardly fit for visitors 
yet. All the strength seems to have been knocked out of me this 
last 'week.” 

Mr. Low accompanied him to his lodgings, and then handed 
him over to Mrs. Bunce, promising that his two sisters should 
come to him early on the following morning. On that 
evening he would prefer to be quite alone. He would not 
allow the barrister even to go upstairs with him ; and when he 
had entered his room, almost rudely begged his weeping land- 
lady to leave him. 

“ Oh, Mr. Phineas, let me do something for you,” said the poor 
woman. “You have not had a bit of anything all day. Let me 
get you just a cup of tea and a chop.” 

In truth he had dined when the judges went out to their lunch, 
— dined as he had been wont to dine since the trial had been com- 
menced, — and wanted nothing. She might bring him tea, he said, 
if she would leave him for an hour. And then at last he was alone. 
He stood up in the middle of the room, stretching forth his hands, 
and putting one first to his breast and then to his brow, feeling 
himself as though doubting his own identity. Could it be that the 
last week had been real, — that everything had not been a dream ? 
Had he in truth been suspe&ed of a murder and tried for his life ? 
And then he thought of him who had been murdered, of Mr. Bon- 
teen, his enemy. Was he really gone, — the man who the other 
day was to have been Chancellor of the Exchequer, — the scorn- 
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ful, arrogant, loud, boastful man ? He had hardly thought of Mr. 
Bonteen before, during these weeks of his own incarceration. He 
had heard all the details of the murder with a fulness that had been 
at last complete. The man who had oppressed him, and whom 
he had at times almost envied, was indeed gone, and the world 
for awhile had believed that he, Phineas Finn, had been the man's 
murderer I 

And now what should be his own future life? One thing 
seemed certain to him. He could never again go into the House 
of Commons, and sit there, an ordinary man of biisines, with 
other ordinary men. He had been so hacked and hewed about, 
so exposed to the gaze of the vulgar, so mauled by the public, 
that he could never more be anything but the wretched being who 
had been tried for the murder of his enemy. The pith had been 
taken out of him, and was no longer a man fit for use. He 
could never more enjoy that freedom from self-consciousness, that 
inner tranquillity of spirit, which are essential to public utility. 
Then he remembered certain lines which had long been familiar 
to him, and he repeated them aloud, with some coheeit that they 
were apposite to him : — 

The true gods sigh for the cost and pain, — 

For the reed that grows never more again 
As a reed with the reeds in the river. 

He sat drinking his tea, still thinking of himself, — knowing 
how infinitely better it would be for him that he should indulge 
in no such thought, till an idea struck him, and he got up, and, 
drawing back the blinds from the oi)en window, looked out into 
the night. It was the last day of June, and the ^veather was very 
sultry ; but the night was dark, and it was now near midnight. 
On a sudden he look his hat, and feeling with a smile for Ilje 
latchkey which he always carried in his pochet, — thinking of the 
latchkey which had been been made at Prague for the lock of a 
house in Northumberland Street, New Road, he went down to the 
front door. “ Youll be back soon, Mr. Finn, won't you now?” 
said Mrs. Bunce, who had heard his step, and had remained up, 
thinking it better this, the first night of his return, not to rest till 
lie had gone to his bed. ^ 

“ Why should I be back soon ? ” he said, turning upon her. 
But then he remembered that she had been one of those who 
were true to him, and he took her hand and was gracious to her 
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“ I will be back soon, Mrs. Buntfe, and you need fear nothing. 
But recollect how little I have had of liberty lately. I have not 
even had a walk for six weeks. You cannot wonder that I should 
wish to roam about a little.^' Nevertheless she would have pre- 
ferred that he should not have gone out all alone on that night. 

He had taken off the black mourning coat which he had worn 
during the trial, and had put on that very grey garment by which 
it had been sought to identify him with the murderer. So clad 
he crossed Regent Street into Hanover Square, and from thence 
went a short way down Bond Street, and by Bruton Street into 
Berkeley Square. He took exactly the reverse of the route by 
which he had returned home from the club on the night of the 
murder. Every now and then he trembled as he passed some 
figure which might be that of a man who would recognise him. 
But he walked fast, and went on till he came to the spot at 
which the steps descend from the sSeet into the ])assage, — 
the very spot at which the murder had been committed. He 
looked down it with an awful dread, and stood there as 
though he were fascinated, tliinking of all the details which he 
had heard throughout the trial. Then he looked around him, afld 
listened whether there were any step approaching through the 
passage. Hearing none and seeing no one he at last descended, 
and for the first time in his life passed through that way into 
Bolton Row. Here it was that the wretch of whom he had now 
heard so much had waited for his enemy, — the wretch for whom 
during the last six weeks he had been mistaken. Heavens ! — 
that men who had known him should have believed him to have 
done such a deed as that 1 He remembered well having shown 
the life-preserver to Eric and FitzGibbon at the door of the club ; 
jnd it had been thought that after having so shown it he had 
used it for the purpose to which in his joke he had alluded I Were 
men so blind, so ignorant of nature, so little capable of discerning 
the truth as this ? Then he went on till he came to the end of 
Clarges Street, and looked up the mews opposite to it, — the mews 
from which the man had been seen to hurry. The jjlace was 
altogether unknown to him. He had never thought whither it 
had led when passing it on Mis way up from Piccadilly to the club. 
But now he entered the mews so as to test the evidence that had 
been given, and found that it brought Irim by a turn close up to 
the spot at which he had been described as having been last seen 
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by Erie and FitzGibbon. \\^en there he had went on, and 
crossed the street, and looking back saw the club was lighted up. 
Then it struck him for the first time that it was the night of the 
week on which the members were wont to assemble. Should he 
pluck up courage, and walk in among them ? He had not lost his 
right of entry there because he had been accused of murder. He 
was the same, now as heretotore, — if he could only fancy himself 
to be the same. Why not go in, and have done with all this ? He 
would be the wonder of the club for twenty minutes, and then it 
would all be over. He stood close under the shade of a heavy 
building as he thought of this, but he found that he could not do 
it. He had known from the beginning that he could not do it. 
How callous, how hard, how heartless, must he have been, had 
such a course been possible to him ! He again repeated the lines 
to himself — 

'riie reed that grows never more again 
As a reed with the rccils in tlic river. 

He felt sure that never again would he enter that room, in which 
no doubt all those assembled were now talking a])oait him. 

As he returned home he tried to make out for himself some 
plan for his future lifer-hut, interspersed with any idea that he 
could weave were the figures of two women, Lady Laura Kennedy 
and Madiimc Max (locsler. The former could be nothing to him 
but a friend ; and though no other friend would love him as she 
loved him, yet she couM not influence his life. She was very 
wealthy, but her wealth could be nothing to him. She would 
heap it all upon him if he would take it. He understood and 
knew that. Taking no i)ride to himself that it was so, feeling no 
conceit in his love, he was conscious of her devotion to him. He 
was poor, broken in spirit, and almost without a future ; — and }^t 
could her devotion avail him nothing ! 

But how might it be with that other woman ? AVere she, after 
all that had passed between them, to consent to ])e his wife, — and 
it might be that she would consent, — how would the World be with 
him then ? He would be knov/n as Madame Goeslefs husband, 
and have to sit at the bottom of her table, — and be talked of as 
the man who had been tried for the ftiurder of Mr. Bonteen. T^ook 
at it in which w^ay he might, he thought that no life could an|’ longer 
be possible to him in London. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

PHINEAS AFTER THE TRlAE. 

Ten days passed by, and Phineas Finn had not been out of his 
lodgings till after daylight, and then he only 2:)rovvled about in the 
manner described in the last chapter. His sisters had returned to 
Ireland, and he saw no one, even in his own room, but two or 
three of his most intimate friends. Am^ng those Mr. Low and 
Lord C hi] tern were the most frequently with him, but FitzGibbon, 
Barrington Erie, and Mr. Monk had also been admitted. People 
had called by the hundred, till Mrs. Bunce was becoming almost 
tired of her lodger’s popularity ; but they came only to inquire, — 
because it had been reported that Mr. Finn was not well after his 
imprisonment. The Duchess of Omnium had written to him 
various notes, asking >vhen he would come to her, and what she 
could do for him. Would he dine, would he spend a quiet eve- 
ning, would he go to Matching ? Finally, would he become her 
guest and the Duke’s next September for the partridge shooting ? 
They would have a few friends with them, and Madame Goesler 
would be one of the number. Having had this by him for a week, 
he had not as yet answered the invitation. Pie had received two 
or three notes from Lady Laura, who had frankly explained to him 
that if he were really ill she would of course go to him, but that 
as matters stood she could not do so without dis2)leasing her 
brother. He had answered each note by an assurance that his first 
visit should be made in Portman Square. To Madame Goesler he 
had written st letter of thanks, — a letter which had in truth cost 
him some iiains. I know,” he said, “ for how much I have to 
thank you, but I do not know in what words to do it. I ought to 
be with you telling you in pefson of my gratitude ; but I must 
own to jfou that for^ the present what has occurred has so un- 
mannea me that I am unfit for the interview. I should only weep 
in your presence like a school-girl, and you would despise me.” 

VOL. II. ^ Q 
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It was a long letta:, containing many references to the circum- 
stances of the trial, and to his own condition of mind throughout 
its period. Her answer to him, which was very short, was as 
follows ; — 

Park Lane, Sunday — 

My dear Mr. Finn, 

‘‘ I can well understand that for a while you should be too agi- 
tated by what has passed to see your friends. Remember, how- 
ever, that you owe it to them as well as to yourself not to sink into 
seclusion. Send me a line when you think that you can come 
to me that I may be at home. My journey to Prague was nothing. 
You forget that I am constantly going to Vienna on business con- 
nected with my own property there. Prague lies but a few hours 
out of the route. 

- Most sincerely yours, 

M. M. 

His friends who did see him urged him constantly to bestir him- 
self, and Mr. Monk pressed him very much to come down to the 
House. Walk in with me to-night, and take your seat as though 
nothing had happened,^’ said Mr. Monk. 

‘‘ But so much has happened.” 

“ Nothing has happened to alter your outward position as a 
man. No doubt many will flock round you to congratulate you, 
and your first half-hour will be disagreeable ; but then the thing 
will have been done. You owe it to your constituents to do so.” 
Then Phincas for the first time expressed an opinion that he would 
resign his scat, — that he would take the Chiltcrn Hundreds, and 
retire altogether from public life. 

Pray do nothing of the kind,” said Mr. Monk. 

‘‘I do not think you quite understand,” said Phincas, ‘‘how 
such an ordeal as this works upon a man, how it may change a 
man, and knock out of him what little strength there ever was there. 

1 feel tl'iat I am broken, past any patching up or mending. Of 
course it ouglit not to be so. A man should be made of better 
stuff ; — but one is only what one is.” 

‘‘We’ll put off the discussion for another week,” said Mr. 
Monk. 

“ There came a letter to me when I was in prison from one of 
the leading men at Tankcrville, saying that I ought to resign. 
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I know Ifeey all thcmght that I was guilty: I do not care to sit for 
a place where I was so judged, — even if 1 was fit any longer for a 
seat in Parliament." He had never felt convinced that Mr. 
Monk had himself believed with confidence his innocence, and 
he spoke with soreness, and almost with anger. 

letter from one individual should never be allowed to 
create interference between a member and his constituents. It 
should simply be answered to that effect, and then ignored. As 
to the belief of the townspeople in your innocence, — what is to 
guide you ? I believed you innocent with all my heart." 

‘‘Did you?" 

“But there was always sufficient possibility of your guilt to 
prevent a rational man from committing himself to the expression 
of an absolute conviction." The young member^s brow became 
black as he heard this. “ I can see that I offend you by saying 
so, — but if you will think of it, I must be fight. You were on 
your trial ; and 1 as your friend was bound to await the result, — 
with much confidence, because I knew you ; but with no convic- 
tion, because both you and I are human and fallible. If the 
electors at Tankcrville, or any great proportion of them, express a 
l^elief that you are unfit to represent them because of what has 
occurred, I shall be the last to recommend you to keej) your 
seat j — but I shall be surprised indeed if they should do so. If 
there were a general election to-morrow, I should regard your seat 
as one of the safest in England." 

Both Mr. Low and Lord Chiltern were equally urgent with 
him to return to his usual mode of life, — using different argu- 
ments for their purpose. Lord Chiltern told him j)lainly that he 
was weak and womanly, — or rather that he would be were he to 
continue to dread the faces of his fellow-creatures. The Master 
of the Brake hounds himself was a man less gifted than Phineas 
Pfinn, and therefore hardly capable of understanding the exaggerated 
feelings of the man who had recently been tried for his life. 
I.ord Chiltern was affectionate, tencicr-hearted, and true but 
there were no vacillating fibres in his composition. Ike balance 
which regulated his conduct^was firmly set, and went well. The 
clock never stopped, and wanted but little looking after. But 
the w#rks 'were somewhat rough, and the seconds were not 
scored. He had, however, been quite true to Phineas during the 
dark time, and might now say what he pleased. “ I am womanly," 
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said Phineas. ** I begin to feel it. But I can^t alter my 
nature,” 

I never was so much surprised in my life,” said Lord 
Chiltern. When I used to look at you in the dock, by heaven I 
envied you your pluck and strength.” 

“ I was burning up the stock of coals, Chiltern.” 

Yoifll come all right after a few weeks. YouVe been knocked 
out of lime ; — that’s the truth of it.” 

Mr. Low treated his ]>atieiit with more indulgence ; but he 
also was surprised, and hardly understood the nature of the 
derangement of the mechanism in the instrument which he was 
desirous of repairing. should go abroad for a few months 
if I were you,'^ said Mr. Low. 

‘‘ I should stick at the first inn I got to,” said Phincas. “ I 
think J am better here. By and bye I shall travel, I dare say, — 
all over the world, far as my money will last. But for the 
present I am only fit to sij still.” 

Mrs. Low had seen him more than once, and had been very 
kind to him ; but she also failed to understand. “ I always 
thought that he was such a manly fellow,” she said to her 
husband. 

‘‘If you mean personal courage, there is no doubt that he 
possesses it, — as completely now, probably, as ever.” 

“ Oh yes ; — he could go over to Flanders and let that lord shoot 
at him ; and he could ride brutes of horses, and not care about 
breaking his neck. That’s not what 1 mean. I thought that he 
could face the world with dignity; — but now it seems that he 
breaks down.” 

“ He has been very roughly used, my dear.” 

“ So he has, — and tenderly used too. Nobody has had better 
friends. I thonglit he Avoiild have been more manly.” 

The property of manliness in a man is a great possession, but 
perhaps there is none that is less understood, — vdiich is more 
generally accorded where it ^does not exist, or more frequently 
disallowed where it prevails. There are not many who ever 
make up their minds as to what coiistitutcs manliness, or even 
inquire within themselves upon the subject. The woman’s error, 
occasioned by her natural desire for a master, leads her ta look 
for a certain outward magnificence of demeanour, a pretended in- 
difference to stings and little torments, a would-be superiority to 
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the bread-and-butter side of life, an unreal assumption of per* 
sonal grandeur. But a robe of State such as this, — however well 
the garment may be worn with practice, — can never be the. raiment 
natural to a man ; and men, dressing themselves in women’s eyes, 
have consented to walk about in buckram. A composure of the 
eye, which has been studied, a reticence as the little things of life, 
a certaip slowness of speech unless the occasion call for j)assion, 
an indifference to small suiToundings, these, — joined, of course, 
witli personal bravery, — are supposed to constitute manliness. 
That personal bravery is required in the composition of manli- 
ness must be conceded, though, of all the ingredients needed, it 
is the lowest in value. But the first requirement of all must be 
described by a negative. JManliness is not compatible with affec- 
tation. AVomen’s virtues, all feminine attributes, may be marred 
by affectation, but the virtues and the vice may co-cxist. An 
affected man, too, may be honesi, may Ijt generous, may be 
pious ; — but surely he cannot be manly. The self-conscious as- 
sumption of any outward manner, the striving to add, — even 
thougli it be but a tenth of a cubit to the liciglit, — is fatal, and 
will at once banish llie all but divine attribute. Before the man 
can be manly, the gifts which make him so must be there, collected 
by him slowly, unconsciously, as are his bones, bis flesh, and his 
blood. 'J'hey cannot be put on like a garment for the nonce, — 
as may a little learning. A man cannot become fiithful to his 
friends, nnsuspicious before the world, gentle with women, lo\ ing 
with children, considerate to his inferiors, kindly with servants, 
tender-hearted with all, — and at the same time he frank, of open 
speech, with springing eager energies, — simi)ly because he desires 
it. These things, which are the attributes of manliness, must 
come of training on a nature not ignoble. But they are the very 
0 ])posites, the antijjodes, the direct antagonism, ot that staring, 
posed, bewhiskered and ])cwigged deportment, that nil aclmirari, 
self remembering assumjjtion of manliness, that endeavour of two- 
pence halfpenny to look as high as threepence, wdiich, when you 
prod it llirongh, has in it nothing d!^]x'r than deportmewt. We 
sec the two things daily, side by side, close to each other. I.et a 
man put his hat down, and y6n shall say whether he has dei)Osited 
it with affectation or true nature. The natural man will probably 
be manly. The affected man cannot be so. 

]\lrs. Low was wTong when she accused our hero of being un- 
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manly. Had his imagination been less alert in looking into the 
minds of men, and in picturing to himself the thoughts of others 
in reference to the crime with which he had been charged, he 
would not now have shrunk from contact with his fellow-creatures 
as he did. But he could not pretend to be other than he was. 
During the period of his danger, when men had thought that he ^ 
would be hung, — and wlien he himseli had believed that it would 
be so, — he had borne himself bravely without any conscious 
effort. When he had confronted the whole court with that steady 
courage which had excited Lord Chiltern's admiration, and had 
looked the bench in the face as though he at least had no cause 
to (jiiail, be had known nothing of w'hat he w\is doing. His 
features had answered the helm from his lieart, but liad not been 
played upon by his intellect. And it was so with him now. The 
reaction iiad overcome him, and he could not bring himself to 
pretend that it was#iot so. The tears would come to his eyes, 
and he would shiver an^ shake like one struck by palsy. 

Mr. Monk came to him often, and was all but forgiven for the 
apparent defection in his faith. I have made uj) my mind to 
one tiling/^ Phineas said to liim at the end of the ten days. 

‘‘ And what is the one thing? 

‘‘ 1 will give up my seat.'" 

“ I do not see a shadow of a reason for it.^' 

Nevertheless I will do it. Indeed I have already written to 
Mr. Ratler for the Hundreds. There may be and probably are ‘ 
men down at Tankerville who still think that I am guilty. There 
is an offensiveiicss in murder which degrades a man even by the 
accusation. I sui)pose it wouldn't do for you to move for the 
new writ." 

“ Ratler will do it, as a matter of course. No doubt there \vill 
be expressions of great regret, and my belief is that they will 
return you again." 

“ If so, they’ll have to do it without my presence." 

Mr. Ratler did move for a new writ for the borough of Tanker- 
ville, and w’ithin a fortnight of his restoration to liberty Phineas 
Finn tvas no longer a member of Parliament. It cannot be 
alleged that there was any reason for what he did, and yet the 
doing of it for the time rather increased than diminished his 
popularity. Both Mr. Gresham and Mr. Daubeny expressed 
their regret in the Flouse, and Mr. Monk said a few words re- 
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specting his friend, which were very touching. He ended by 
exj^ressing a hope that they soon might see him there again, and 
an opinion that he was a man peculiarly fitted by the tone of his 
mind, and the nature of his intellect, for the duties of' Parlia- 
ment. 

Then at last, when all this had been settled, he went to 
Lord Brentford's house in Portman Square. He had promised 
that that should be the first house be would visit, and he was as 
good as liis word. One evening he crept out, and walked slowly 
along Oxford Street, and knocked timidly at the door. As he 
did so he longed to be told that Lady J^aura was not at home. 
But Lady Laura was at home , — as a matter of course. In tJiose 
days she never went into society, and had not passed an evening 
away from her father s house since Mr. Kennedy's death. He 
was shown up into the drawing-room in which she sat, and there 
he found her —alone. Oh, Phineas, I a^ji so glad you have 
come." 

I liave done as 1 said, you see." 

‘‘ I could not go to you when they told me that you were ill. 
You will have Understood all that ? " 

Yes ; I understand." 

“ People arc so hard, and cold, and stiff, and cruel that one can 
never do Avhat one feels, oneself, to be right. So you have given 
u]) your seat." 

Yes, — I am no longer a member of Parliament." 

“ Barrington says that they -will certainly re-elect you.” 

‘‘ We shall sec. You may be sure at any rate of this, — that I 
shall never ask them to do so. Things seem to be so different 
now from what they did. I don't care for the seat. It all seems 
to be a bore and a trouble. What does it matter who sits in Par- 
liament? The fight goes on just the same. The same false- 
hoods are acted. The same mock truths are spoken. Tlie 
same wrong reasons arc given. The same ])ersonal motives arc at 
work." 

And yet, of all believers in P:#liament, you used to be the 
most fiiithful." 

One has time to think of things, Lady Laura, when one lies in 
Newgate. It seems to me to be an eternity of time since they 
locked me up. And as for that trial, which they tell me lasted a 
week, I look back at it till the beginning is so distant that I can 
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hardly remember it But I have resolved that I will never talk of 
it again* Lady Chiltem is out probably.” 

Yes she and Oswald are dining with the Baldocks ” 

She isf well?" 

Yes most anxious to see you, WiU yon go totbe^ 
place in September? " 

He had almost made up his mind that if he went anywhere 
September he would go to Matching Priory, accepting the offer kf 
the Duchess of Omnium ; but he did not dare to say so to La^y 
Laura, because she would have known that Madame Goesler al^O 
would be there. And he had not as yet accepted the invitatioip^ 
and was still in doubt whether he would not escape by hims^f 
instead of attempting to return into the grooves of society. I think 

not ; — I am hardly as yet sufficiently master of myself to know 
what I shall do.” 

** They will be mgeh disappointed.” 

** And you ; — what will you do ? ” 

“ I shall not go there. I am told that I ought to visit Lough 
Linter, and I suppose I shall, Oswald has promised to go down . 
with me before the end of the moAth, but he will riot remain above 
a day or two.” 

And your father?” 

“ We shall leave him at Saulsby. I cannot look it all in the 
face yet. It is not possible that I should remain all alone in that 
great house. The people all around would hate and despise me. 

I think Violet will come down with me, l)ut of course she cannot 
remain there. Oswald must go to Harrington because of the 
hunting. It lias become the business of his life. And she must 
go with him.” 

You will return to Saulsliy.” 

“ I canno! say. They seem to think that I should live at Lough 
Linter ; — but I cannot live there alone.” 

He soon took his leave of her, and did so with no wanner 
expressions of regard on eitlier side than have here been given. 
Then he crept back to his* lodgings, and she sat weeping alone 
in her fatlicr's house. When he had come to her during her 
husband^s lifetime at Dresden, oricven when she had visited 
him at his prison, it had been better than tliis. 




Ami &IIE SAT WEEPING A I OX* IN HER FaTHER’s HoUSE. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 


THE DUKE’S FIRST COUSIN. 

Our pages have lately been taken up almost exclusively with 
the troubles of Phineas Finn, and indeed have so far not unfairly 
represented the feelings and interest of people generally at the 
time. Not to have talked of Phineas Finn from the nviddle of 
May to tlie middle of July in that year would have exhibited great 
ignorance or a cynical disposition. But other things went on alsoi* 
Moons waxed and waned ; children were born ; mairiages were 
contracted ; and the hopes and fears of the little world around did 
not come to an end because Phineas Finn was not to be hung. 
Among others who had interests of their own there was poor 
Adelaide Palliser, who jv'e last saw under the affliction of Mr. 
Spooner’s love, — but who before that had encountered the much 
' deeper affliction of a quarrel with her own lover. She had desired 
him to free her,— -and he had gone. Indeed, as to his going at 
tliat moment there had been no alternative, as he considered him- 
self to have been turned out of Lord Chiltern’s honse. The red- 
headed lord, in the fierceness of his defence of Miss Palliser, had 
told the lover that under such and such circumstances he could 
not be allowed to. remain at Harrington Hall, Lord Chil tern had 
said soinething about “ his roof.” Now, when a host questions 
the propriety of a guest remaining under his roof, the guest is 
obliged to go. Gerard Maule had gone ; and, having offended his 
sweetheart by a most impolite allusion to Boulogne, had been 
forced to go as a rejected lover. From that day to this he had 
done nothing,— not because he was contented with the lot assigned 
to him, for every morning, as he lay on his*bed, which he usually 
did till twelve, he swore to himself that nothing should separate 
him from Adelaide Palliser,— but simply because* to do nothing 
was customary with him, “ What is a man to do ? ” he not un- 
naturally asked his friend Captain Boodle at the club. “ Let her 
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out on the grass for a couple of months/' said Captain Boodle, 

and she’ll come up as clean as a whistle. When they get these 
humours there's nothing like giving them a run." Captain Boodle 
undoubtcdJy had the reputation of being very great in council on 
such matters; but it must not be supposed that Gerard Maule was 
contented to take his advice implicitly. He was unhappy, ill at 
ease, half conscious that he ought to do something, full ol regrets, 
— but very idle. 

In the meantime Miss Palliser, who had the finer nature of the 
two, suffered grievously. The Spooner affair was but a small 
addition to her misfortune. She could get rid of Mr. Spooner, — 
of any number of Mr. S])ooncrs ; but how should slie get back to 
her the man she loved ? When young ladies quarrel with their 
lovers it is always presumed, especially in books, that they do not 
wisli to get tlieni back. It is to be understood that the loss to 
them is as nothing. Miss Smith begs that Mr. Jones may be 
assured that he is not to consider her at all. If he is pleased to 
separate, she will be at any rate quite as well pleased, — probably a 
great deal better. No doubt she had loved him with all her heart, 
but that will make no difference to her, if he wishes, — to be oft. 
Upon the whole Miss Smith thinks that she w^ould prefer such an 
arrangement, in spite of her heart. Adelaide Palliser had said 
something of the kind. As Cerard Maule had regarded her as a 
“ trouble," and had lamented that prosi)ect of “ Boulogne" which 
marriage had jwesented to his eyes, she had dismissed liim with a 
few easily spoken words. She had assured him that no such 
troubles need weigh u].)on him. No doubt they had been engaged ; 
--but, as far as she was concerned, the remembrance of that need 
not embarrass him. And so she and Lord Chiltern between them 
had sent him away. But how' was she to get him back again ? 

When she came to think it over, she acknowledged to herself 
that it would be all the world to her to have him back. To have 
him at all had been all the world to her. I'here had been nothing 
})eculiarly heroic about him, nor had she ever regarded him as a 
hero. She had known his faults and weaknesses, and was ])robably 
aware that he was inferior to herself in character and intellect. 
But, nevertheless, she had loved him. To her he had been, 
though not heroic, suflicicntly a man to win her heart. He was a 
gentleman, pleasant-mannered, pleasant to look at, pleasant to 
talk to, not educated in the high sense of the word, but never 
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making himself ridiculous by ignorance. He was the very 
antipodes of a Spooner, and he was, — or rather had been, — her 
lover. She did not wish to change. She did not recognise the 
possibility of changing. Though she had told him that he might 
go if he pleased, to her his going would be the loss of everything. 
What would life be without a lover, — without the prospect of 
marriage ? And there could be no other lover. There could be 
no further prospect should he take her at her word. 

Of all this Lord Chiltern understood nothing, but Lady Cliiltern 
understood it all. To his thinking the young man had behaved 
so badly that it was incumbent on them all to send him away and 
so have done with him. If the young man wanted to quarrel with 
any one, there was he to be quarrelled with. The thing was a 
trouble, and the sooner they got to the end of it the better. Ihit 
T.ady Chiltern understood more than that. She could not prevent 
the quaiTel as it came, — or was coming ; but she knew that tJic 
quarrel of lovers is the renewal of love.’^ At any rate, the woman 
always desires that it may be so, and endeavours to reconcile the 
parted ones, You’ll see him in London,” Lady Chiltern had 
said to her friend. 

I do not want to see him,” said Adelaide proudly. 

But he’ll want to sec you, and then, — after a time, — you’ll 
want to see him. I don’t believe in quarrels, you know.” 

‘‘It is Ijctter that we should i)art. Lady Chiltern, if marrying 
will cause him — dismay. I begin to feel that we arc too poor be 
married.” 

A great deal poorer people than you are married every day. 
Of course people can’t be ccjually rich. You’ll do very well if 
you’ll only be ])atient, and not refuse to speak to him when he 
comes to you.” 'fhis was said at Harrington after Lady Chil- 
tern had returned from her first journey up to London. That 
visit had been very short, and Miss Palliscr had been left alone 
at the hall. We already know how Mr. Spooner took advantage 
ot her solitude. After that Miss Palliscr was to accompany the 
Chilterns to London, and she was there with them when Phineas 
Finn was acquitted. By that time she had brought herself to 
acknowledge to her friend Lady Chiltern that it would perlia])s 
be desirable that Mr. Maule should return. If he did not do so, 
and that at once, there must coifie an end to her life in England. 
She must go away to Italy, — altogether beyond the reach of 
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Gtrard Maule. In such case all the world would have collapsed 
for her, and she would become the martyr of a shipwreck. And 
yet the more that she confessed to herself that she loved the man 
so well that she could not part with him, the more angiy she was 
with him for having told her that, when married, they must live 
at Boulogne. 

The house in Portman Square had been practically given up 
by Lord Brentford to his son ; but nevertheless the old Earl and 
Lady Laura had returned to it when they reached England from 
Dresden. It was, however, large, and now the two families, — 
if the Earl and his daughter can be called a family, — were 
lodging there together. The Earl troubled them but little, living 
mostly in his own rooms, and Lady Laura never went out with 
them. But there was something in the presence of the old man 
and the v/idow which prevented tlie house from being gay as it 
might have been. There were no j)artics in Portman Square. 
Now and then a few old friends dined there ; but at the present 
moment Gerard ]\faule could not be admitted as an old friend. 
When Adelaide had been a fortnight in London she had not as 
yet seen Gerard Manic or heard a word from him. She had 
been to balls and concerts, to dinner parties and the play; but 
no one had as yet brought them together. She did know that 
he was in town. She was able to obtain so much information of 
liim as that. But he never came to l\)rtman Square, and had 
evidently concluded that the quarrel — was to be a (piarrcl. 

Among other balls in London that July there had been one at 
the Duchess of Omnium’s. 'Diis had been given after the ac- 
(piittal of Phineas hum, though fixed before that great era. 

Nothing on earth should have made me have it while he was 
in ])rison,'^ the Duehess had said. But Idiineas was acquitted, 
and cakes and ale again l^ecame permissible. The ball had been 
given, and had been very grand. Phineas had been asked, but of 
course had not gone. Madame Goesler, who was a great heroine 
since her successful return from I^rague, had shown herself there 
for a few minutes. Lady Chiltern had gone, and of course taken 
Adelaide. We are first cousins,” the Duke said to Miss Palliser, 

— for the Duke did steal a momeift from his work in which to 
walk through his wife’s drawing-room. Adelaide smiled and 
nodded, and looked i)lcascd as she gave her hand to her great 
relative. I hope we shall see more of each other than we have 
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<lone,” said the Duke. We have all been sadly divided, haven't 
we ? " Then he said a word to his wife, expressing his opinion 
that Adelaide Palliscr was a nice girl, and asking her to be civil to 
so near a relative. ♦ 

The Duchess had heard all about Gerard Maule and the engage- 
ment. She always did hear all about everything. And on tlu’s 
evening she asked a question or two from Lady Chiltern. “ Do 
you know,'' she said, “I have an appointment to-morrow wath 
your husband ? " 

I did not know ; — but I won't interfere to prevent it, now you 
are generous enough to tell me." 

“ I wish you would, because I don't know what to say to him. 
He is come about that horrid avoocI, where the foxes won't get 
themselves born and bred as foxes ought to do. How can I help 
it ? I'd send down a whole Lying-in Hospital for the foxes if I 
thought that that Avould do any good." 

‘‘Lord Chiltern thinks it's the shooting." 

“ But where is a i)cr.son to shoot if he mayn't shoot in his own 
woods ? Not that the Duke cares about the shooting for himself. 
He could not hit a pheasant sitting on a haystack, and wouldn't 
know one if he saw it. And he'd ratlier that tliere Avasn’t such a 
thing as a ])heasant in the Avorld. He cares for nothing but 
farthings. But Avhat is a man to do ? Or, rather, Avhat is a 
woman to do^ for he tells me that I must settle it." 

“ Lord Chiltern says that Mr. Fothergill has the foxes destroyed. 

T supiK)se Mr. Lothergill may do as he pleases if the Duke gives 
him ])ermission." 

“ I hate Mr. l^bthcrgill, if that'll do any good," said the 
Duchess ; “and avc Avish Ave could get rid of him altogether. But 
that, you knoA\^, is impossible. AVhen one has an old man on 
one's shoulders one never can get rid of him. He is my incul.)iis ; 
and then you see Tniinpcton AVood is such a long A’/ay from us at 
Matching that I can’t say 1 want the shooting for myself. And 1 
never go to Gatherum if I can help it. Suppose Ave made out 
that the Duke AA^anted to let the shot)ting ? " 

“Lord Cliiltern would take it at once." 

* 

“ But the Duke Avouldn’t really let it, you knoAv. I'll lay awake 
at night aixl think about ii. And now tell me about Adelaide 
Palliser. Is she to be mam^d?" 

“ I hope so, — sooner or later.” 
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^‘There's a quarrel or something; — isn't there? She's the 
Duke's first cousin, and we should be so sorry that things shouldn't 
go pleasantly with her. And she's a very good-looking girl, too. 
Would she like to come down to Matching?" 

She has some idea of going back to Italy." 

And leaving her lover behind her ! Oh, dear, that will be 
very bad. She'd much better come to Matching, and then I'd ask 
the man to come too, Mr. Maud, isn't he ?" 

‘‘ Gerard Maule." 

“Ah, yes; Maule. If it's the kind of thing that ought to be, 
I'd manage it in a week. If you get a young man down into a 
country house, and there has been anything at all between 
them, I don't sec how he is to escape. Isn't tJicre some trouble 
about money ? " 

“ I'hey vrouldii't be very rich. Duchess." 

“ What a blessing for them ! But then, perhaps, they'd be very 
poor." 

“ They wmild be rather poor." 

“Which is not a blessing. Isn't there some proverb about 
going safely in the middle ? I'm sure it’s true about money, — 
only perhaps you ought to be put a little beyond the middle. I 
don't know why Plantagenct shouldn’t do something for her." 

As to this conversation Lady Chiltcrn said very little to Adelaide, 
but she did mention the proposed visit to Matching. 

“ The Duchess said nothing to me," replied Adelaide, proudly. 

“ No ; I don't sup])ose she had time. And then she is so 
very odd ; sometimes taking no notice of one, and at others so 
very loving." 

“ I hate that." 

“ But with her it is neither impudence nor affectation. She 
says exactly what she thinks at the time, and she is always as good 
as her word. There arc worse women than the Duchess." 

“ I am sure I shouldn't like going to Matching, "'said Adelaide. 

Lady Chiltern was right in saying that the Duchess of Omnium 
was always as good as licr word. On the next day, after that in- 
terview with Lord Chiltern about Mr. Fothcrgill and the foxes, — 
as to which no present further allusion need be made here, — she 
went to work and did learn a good deal about Gerard Maule and 
Miss Palliser. ^mething she learned from Lord Chiltern, — ^with- 
out any consciousness on his lord^iip's part, something from 
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Madame Goesler, and something from the Baldock people. Before 
she went to bed on the second night she knew all about the 
quarrel, and all about the money. Plantagenet,'’ she said the 
next morning, '‘what are you going to do about the Duke’s 
legacy to Marie Goesler ? " 

“ I can do nothing. She must take the things, of course.” 

"She won’t.” 

" Then the jewels must remain packed up. I suppose they’ll 
be sold at last for the legacy duty, and, when that’s paid, the 
balance will belong to her.” 

" But about the money?” 

" Of course it belongs to her.” 

" Couldn’t you give it to that girl who was here last night ?” 

" Give it to a girl 1 ” 

"Yes ; — to your cousin. She’s as poor as Job, and can’t get 
married because she hasn’t got any money. It s quite true ; and 
I must say that if the Duke had looked after his own relations 
instead of leaving money to people who don’t want it and won’t 
have it, it would have been much better. Why shouldn’t Adelaide 
Palliser have it ? ” 

" How on earth should I give Adelaide Palliser what doesn’t 
belong to me ? If you choose to make her a present, you can, but 
such a sum as 'that would, I should say, be out of the question.” 

The Duchess had achieved quite as much as she had antici- 
pated. She knew her husband well, and was aware that she 
couldn’t carry her point at once. To her mind it was "all non- 
sense ” his saying that the money was not his. If Madame 
Goesler wouldn’t take it, it must be his ; and nobody could make 
a Avoman take money if she did not choose. Adelaide Palliser 
was the Duke’s first cousin, and it was intolerable that the Duke’s 
first cousin should be unable t# marry because she would have 
nothing to live upon. It -became, at least, intolerable as soon as 
tlie Duchess had taken it into licad to like the first cousin. No 
doubt there were other first cousins as badly off, or perhaps 
worse, as to v/liom the Duchess Avould care notliijig Avhether 
they Avere rich or poor, — married or single ; but then they Avere 
first cousins Avho had not had* the advantage of inteicsting the 
Duchess, 

" My dear,” said the Duchess to her friend, Madame Goesler, 

" you know all about those JItaules ? ” 
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What makes you ask ? " 

‘‘But you do? 

“ I know something about one of them/^ said Madame Goeslcr. 
Now, as it happened, Mr. Maule, senior, had on that very day 
asked Madame Goesler to share her lot with his, and the request 
had been — almost indignantly, refused. The general theory that 
the wooing of widows should be quick had, pcrha])s, misled Mr. 
Maule, Perhaps he did not think that the wooing bad been 
quick Pic had visited Park Lane with the object of making his 
little proposition once before, and had then been stopped in bis 
course by the consternation occasioned by the arrest of Phineas 
Finn. He had waited till Phineas had been acquitted, and had 
then resolved to try his luck. He had heard of tlic lady's journey 
to Prague, and was acquainted of course with those rumours 
which too freely connected the name of our hero with tliat of the 
lady. But rumours arc often false, and a lady may go to Prague 
on a gentleman's behalf without intending to marry him. All the 
women in London were at present more or less in love with the 
man who had been accused of murder, and the fantasy of Madame 
Goesler miglit be only as the fantasy of others. And then, if 
rumour also said that I'hineas Finn intended to marry Lady Laura 
Standish. At any rate a man cannot have his head broken for 
asking a lady to marry him, — unless he is very awkward in the 
doing ot it. So Mr. Maule made his little proposition. 

“Mr. Maule," said Mada me, smiling, “is not tins rather sudden?" 
Mr. Maule admitted that it was sudden, but still i)crsisted. “ I 
think, if you please, Mr. Maule, we will say no more about it," 
said llie lady, witli that wicked smile still on heiTace. Mr. Maule 
declared that silence on the subject had become impossible to him. 

“ Then, Mr. Maule, I shall liave to leave you to si)eak to the chairs 
and tables," said Madame Goesler. No doubt she was used to 
the thing, and knew how to conduct herself well. Fie also had 
been refused before by ladies of wealth, but had never been treated 
with so little consideration. She had risen from her chair as 
though about to leave the room, but was slow in her movement, 
showing him that she tliought it vi^as well for him to leave it instead 
of her. Muttering some words, halt of apology and half of self- 
assertion, she did leave the room; and now she told -the Duchess 
that she knew something of one of the Maules. 

“ That is, the ft tlier ? " 
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** Yes, — the father.” 

‘‘He is one of your tribe, I know. We met him at your 
house just before the murder. *I don't much admire your taste, 
my dear, because he's a liundred and fifty years old; — and what 
there is of him comes chiefly from the tailor.” 

“ He's as good as any other old man.” 

“ I dare say, — and I hope Mr. Finn will like his society. But 
he has got a son.” 

' “So he tells me.'^ 

“ Who is a charming young man.” 

“ He never told me tliat, Duchfess.” 

“ I dare say not. Men of that sort are always jealous of their 
sons. But he lias. Now I ai:^ going to tell you something and 
ask you to do something.” 

“What was it the French Minister said. If it is simply difticult 
it is done. If it is impossible, it shall be done.” 

“The easiest ^tiling in the world. You saw Plantagenets first 
cousin the other night, — Adelaide Palliser. She is engaged to 
marry young Mr. Maule, and they neither of them have a shilling 
in the world. 1 want you to give them five-and-twenty thousand 
pounds.” ^ 

“ Wouldn’t that be peculiar ? ” 

“ Not in the least.” 

“ At any rate it would be inconvenient.” 

“ No it wouldn't, my dear. It would be the most convei\ient 
thing in the world. Of course I don't mean out of your pocket. 
There's the Duke’s legacy.” 

“ It isn't mine, and never will be.” 

“ But Idanlagcnet says it never can be anybody clse's. If 1 
can get liim to agree, will you ? Of course there will be ever so 
many papers to be signed ; and the biggest of all robbers, the 
Chancellor of the Excliequer, will put his fingers into the pudding 
and pull out a plum, and the lawyers will take more plums. But 
that will be nothing to us. The pudding will be very nice for 
them let ever so many plums be taken. The lawyers and i:)eople 
will do it all, and tlien it Avill be her fortune,— just as though her 
uncle had left it to her. As it* is now, the ‘money will never be of 
any use to anybody.” Madame .Goesler said that if the Duke 
consented she also would consent. It was immaterial to her who 
had the money. If by signing any receipt she cmild facilitate the 
VOL. II. K 
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return of the money to any one of the Duke^s family, she would 
willingly sign it. But Miss Palliser must be made to under- 
stand that &e money did not come to her as a present from 
Madame Goesler. 

‘‘ But it will be a present from Madame Goesler,” said the 
Duke. 

‘‘Plantagenet, ifyoiigo and upset everything by saying that, 
I shall think it most ill-natured. Bother about true ! Somebody 
must have the money. There’s nothing illegal about it.” And 
the Duchess had her own way. Lawyers were consulted, and 
documents were prepared, and the whole thing was arranged. 
Only Adelaide Palliser knew nothing about it, nor did Gerard 
Maule ; and the (piarrels of lov^s had not yet become the re- 
newal of love. Then the Duchess wrote the two following 
notes : — 

My 1)i:ar Ai)i:laii)E, 

We shall hope to see you at Matching on th« 15th of August. 
The Duke, as head of the family, expects implicit obedien('e. 
You’ll meet fifteen young gentlemen from the 'J rensury and the 
Board of Trade, but they Avon’t incommode yon, as they are kejit 
at work all day. We hope Mr. Finn will i)c with us, and tliere 
isn’t a lady in England who wouldn’t give her eyes to meet him. 
We shall stay ever so many weeks at Matchings so that you can 
do as you ]dease as to the time of leaving us. 

Yours affectionately, 

‘‘ G. (). 

Tell liOrd Chiltern that I have my ho[)cs of making Trumpe- 
ton Wood too hot for Mr. FothcrgiII,--])ul I have to act with the 
greatest caution. In the meantime J am sending down dozens of 
young foxes, all labelled Trum])eton Wood, so that he shall know 
them.” 

The other wa^ a card rather than a note. 'J'he Duke and 
Duchess of Omnium presented their compliments to Mr. Gerard 
Maule, and reejuested the honour of his comjiany to dinner on, — 
a certain day named. When Gerard Maule received this card at 
his club he was rather surprised, as he had never made the 
acquaintance either of the Duke or the Duchess. But the Duke 
was the first cousin of Adelaide Palliser, and of course he 
accepted the invitation. 



CHAPTER XXX. 


WILL NOT GO TO LOUGH LINTER»» 

The end of July came, and it was settled that Lady Laura 
Kennedy should go to Lough Lintcr. She had been a widow 
now for nearly three monthi, and it was thought right that she 
should go down and see the house, and the lands, and the dc> 
])endcnts whom her husband had left in her charge. It was now 
three years since she had seen Lougli lantcr, and when last she 
had left it, she had madg up her mind that she would never place 
her foot upon the place again. Her wrelcliedness had all come 
upon her there. It was there that she had first been subjected 
to the unendurable tedium of Sabbath Day observances. It was 
there slic had been instructed in the unpalatable duties that had 
been expected from her. It was there tliat slie Iiad been punished 
with the doctor from Callender whenever she attempted escape 
under the plea of a headache. And it was there, standing by the 
waterfall, the noise of which could be Iicard from the front-door, 
that rhineas Finn had told her of his love. When she accepted 
the hand of Robci t Kennedy she had known that she had not 
loved him ; but from the moment in which I’hincas had sjiokcii 
to her, she knew well that her heart had gone one way, whereas 
her hand was to go another, hrora that moment her whole life 
had (piickly become a blank. She had had no period of married 
happiness, — not a month, not an hour. From the moment in 
which the thing had been done she had found that tlic man to 
whom she had bound herself was odious to her, and that the life 
before her was distasteful to her. Things which before had seemed 
worthy to her, and full at any rate of interest, became at once dull 
and vapid. Her husband was in I’arliament, as also had been her 
father, and maaiy of her friends, — and, by weight of his own cha- 
racter and her influence, was himself placed higli in office ; but 
in his house politics lost all the flavour which they had possessed 
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for her in Portman Square. She had thought that she could at 
any rate do her duty as the mistress of a great household, and as 
the benevolent lady of a great estate ; but household duties under 
the tutelage of Mr. Kennedy had been impossible to her, and that 
part of a Scotch Lady Bountiful which she had intended to play 
seemed to be denied to her. The whole structure had fallen to 
the ground, and nothing had been left to her. 

But she would not sin. Though she could not bring herself to 
love her hiis])and, she would at any rate be strong enough to get 
rid of that other love. Having so resolved, she became as weak 
as water. She at one time determined to be the guiding genius 
of the man she loved, — a sort of devoted elder sister, intending 
him to be tlie intimate friend of her husband ; then she had told 
him not to come to her house, and had been weak enough to let 
him know why it was that slic could not bear his presence. She 
had failed altogether to keep her secret, and her life during the 
struggle had become so intolerable to he^that she had found her- 
self compelled to desert her husband. He had shown her that 
he, too, had discovered the truth, and then she had become 
indignant, and had left him. Every place that she had inhabited 
with him had become disagreeable to her. I'he house in London 
had been so odious, that she had asked her intimate friends to 
come to her in that occupied by her father. But, of all spots 
upon earth Lough J. inter had been the most distasteful to her. 
It was tliere that the sermons had been the longest, the lessons 
in accounts the most obstinate, the lectures tlic most persevering, 
the dulncss the most heavy. It was there that her ears had 
learned the sound of the wheels of Dr. MacNiitlirie’s gig. It was 
there tliat her spirit had been nearly broken. It was there that, 
with spirit not broken, she had determined to face all that the 
world might say of her, and tly from a tyranny whicli was insup- 
portable. And now the place was her own, and she was told 
that slie must go there as its owner; — go there and l)e potential, 
and beneficent, and grandly bland with persons, all of whom 
knew what had been the relations between her and her husband. 

And though she had been indignant with her husband when 
at last she had left him, — throwing it in his teeth as an unmanly 
offence that he had accused her of the truth ; though she had 
felt him to be a tyrant and herself to be a thrall ; iboiigh the 
sermons, and the lessons, and the doctor had each, severally, 
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seemed to her to be horrible cruelties ; yet she had known 
through it all that the fault had been hers, and not his. He 
only did that which she should have expected when she married 
him ; — but she had done none of that w^hich he was entitled to 
expect from her. The real fault, the deceit, the fraud, — the sin 
had been ^Yith her, — and she knev/ it. Her life had been 
destroyed, — but not by him. His life had also been destroyed, 
and she had done it. Now he was gone, and slie knew that his 
people, — the old mother who was still left alone, his cousins, and 
the tenants who were now to be her tenants, all said tliat had she 
done her duty by him he would still have been alive. And they 
must hate her the worse, because she had never sinned after such 
a fashion as to liberate 'him from Ihs bond to her. With a hus- 
band’s perfect faith in bis wife, he had, immediately after his 
marriage, given to her for lier life the lordsliip over his people, 
should he be 'without a child and should she survive him. In 
his hottest anger he had not altered that. His constant demand 
had been that she should come back to him, and be Ins real wife. 
And while making that demand, — with a ])ersistcncy which had 
driven him mad, — he Iiad died ; and now the place was hers, and 
they told her that slie must go and live there I 

It is a very sad thing for any human being to have to say to 
liimself,— - with an earnest belief in his own assertion, — tliat all 
the joy of this world is over for him ; and is the sadder because 
.such conviction is ajW to exclude the hope of other joy. This 
u'oman had said so to herself very often during the last two years, 
and had certainly been sincere. What was there in store for her? 
She was Ixinishcd from the society of all those she liked. She 
bore a name that w^as hateful to her. She loved a man whom 
she could never sec. She was troubled about money. Nothing 
in life had any taste for her. All the joys of the world were over, 
— and had been lost by her own fault. Then Pliincas Linn had 
come to her at Dresden, and now her husband was dead ! 

Could it be that she was entitled to hope that the sun might 
rise again for her once more and another day be reopened for 
her with a gorgeous morning.^ She was now rich and still young, — 
or young enough. She was two and thirty, and had known many 
women, — women still honoured with the name of girls, — who had 
commenced the world successfully at that age. And this man 
had loved her once. He had told her so, and had afterwards 
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kissed her when informed of h^ own engagement. Hotv well 
she remembered it all. He, too, had gone through vicissitude^ 
in life, had married and retired out of the world, had returned to 
it, and liad gone through fire and water. But now everybc^y 
was saying good things of him, and all he wanted was the splen- 
dour which wealth would give him. Why should he not take it 
at her hands, and why shddd not the world begin again for both 
of them? 

But though she would dream that it might be so, she was quite 
sure that there was no such life in store for her. The nature of 
the man was too weirknown to her. Fickle he might be;— or 
rather capable of change than fickle; but he was incapable of 
pretending to love when he did not lovt. She felt that in all 
the moments in which he had ]>eeii most tender with her. When 
she had endeavoured to explain to him the stale of her feelings 
at Konigstein, — ^meaning to be true in what she said, but nol 
having been even then true throughout, — she had acknowledged 
to herself that at every word he spoke she was wounded by his 
coldness. Had he then professed a passion for her she would 
have rebuked him, and told him that he must go from her, — ^but 
it would have warmed the* blood in all her veins, and brought 
back to her a sense of youthful life. It had been ihe same when 
she visited him in the prison ; — ^the same again when he came 
to her after his acquittal. She had been frank enough to him, 
but he would not even pretend that he loved her. His gratitude, 
his friendship, his services, were all hers. In every respect he 
had behaved well to her. All his troubles had come upon him 
because he would not desert her cause, — ^but he would never again 
say he loved her. . « 

She gazed at herself in the glass, putting aside for ilic moment 
the hideous widow^s cap which she now wore, and told herself 
that it was natural that it should be so. Though she was young in 
years her features were hard and worn with care. She had never 
thought herself to be a beauty, though she had been conscious of 
a certain aristocratic grace of manner which might stand in' the 
place of beauty. As she examined herself she found that that was 
not all gone ; — but she now lacked that roundness of youth which 
had been hers when first she knew Phineas Finn. She sat opposite 
the mirror, and pored over her own features witli an almost skilful 
scrutiny, and told herself at last aloud that she had become an old 
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woman. Be^as in the prime of life ; but for her was left nothing 
but its dregs. 

She was to go to Lough Linter with her brother and her brother's 
wife, leaving her father at Saulsby on the way. The Chiltems 
were to remain with her for one week, and no more. His presence 
was demanded in the Brake country, and it was with difficulty 
that he had been induced to give her so much of his time. But 
what was she to do when they should leave her ? How could she 
live alone in that great house, thinking, as she ever must think, of 
all that had happened to her there ? It seemed to her that every- 
body near to her was cruel in demanding from her such a* sacrifice 
of her comfort. Her father had shuddered when she had proposed 
to him to accompany her to Lough Linter ; but her father was one 
of those who insisted on the propriety of her going there. Then, 
in sjHte of that lesson which she had taught herself while sitting 
oi)posite to the glass, she allowed her fancy to revel in the idea of 
liaving him with her as she wandered over the braes. She saw him 
a day or two before her journey, when she told him her ])lans as 
she might tell them to any friend. I^ady Chiltern and her father 
had been present, and thtre had been no s])ccial sign in her out- 
ward manner of the mingled tenderness and soreness of her heart 
within. No allusion had been made to any visit from him to the 
North. She would not have dared to suggest it in the presence of 
her brother, and was almost as much cowed by her brother's wife. 
But when she was alone, on the eve of her departure, she wrote to 
liim as follows : — 


“Sunday, ist August 


“Diar Friend, 

“ I thought that perhaps you might have come in this afternoon, 
and I have not left the house all day. I was so wetched that I 
could not go to church in the morning ; — and when the afternoon 
came, I preferred the chance of seeing you to going out with 
Violet. We two were alone all the evening, and 1 did not give 
you up till nearly ten. I dare say you were right not to come. I 
should only have bored you with my complaints, and have 
grumbled to you of evils which you cannot cure. 

“ We start at nine to-morrow, and get to Saulsby in the after- 
noon. Such a family party as we shall be ! I did fancy that 
Oswald would escape it } but, like everybody else, he has changed, 
— and has become domestic and dutiful. Not but that he is as 
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tyrannous as ever; but his tyranny is now that of tl^ responsible 
father of a family. Papa cannot understand him at all, and is 
dreadfully afraid of him. We stay two nights at Satilsby, and 
then go on to Scotland, leaving papa at home. 

“ Of course it is very good in Violet and Oswald to come with 
me, — if, as they say, it be necessary for me to go at all. As to 
living there by myself, it seems to me to be impossible. You 
know the place well, and can you imagine me there all alone, 
surrounded by Scotch rnen and w'omcn, who, of course, must hate 
and despise me, afraid of every flice that 1 see, and reminded even 
by the chairs and tables of all that is past ? I liave told papa that 
1 know I shall be back at Saulsby before tlic middle of the month. 
He frets, and says nothing ; but he tells Violet, and Iken she 
lectures me in that wise way of hers which enables her to say such 
hward things with so much seeming tenderness. She asks me why 
1 do not take a companion with me, as I am so much afraid of 
solitude. AVhere on earth should I find a com]:)anion who would 
not be worse than solitude ? I do feel now that I haA^c mistaken 
life in having so little used myself to the small resources of 
feminine companionshi]). I love ^h'olct ♦dearly, and 1 used to be 
always ha])])y in her society. Put even with her now 1 feel but a 
half symjxithy. That girl that she has will) her is more to her 
than I am, because after the first hah-hour 1 grow tired about 
her babies, I have never known any oilier woman with whom I 
cared to be alone. How then shall J content myself with a 
companion, hired by the (junrtcr, pcriiaps from some advertisement 
in a newspaper ? 

No companionship of any kind seems jiossible to me,- and 
yet never was a human being more weary of herself. 1 sometimes 
wonder ’ii'liether I could go again and sit in that cage in the House 
of Commons to hear you and oilier men s])eak, — as I used to do. 

I do not believe tliat any eloquence in tlie world Avoiild make it 
endurable to me. 1 hardly care Avho is in or out, and do not 
understand the things which my cousin Harrington tells me, — so 
long does it seem since 1 was in the midst of them all. Not but 
that I am intensely anxious that you should be back. They tell 
me that you will certainly be re-clccted this week, and that all the 
House will receive you with open arms. I should have liked, had 
it been possible, to be once more in the cage to see that. But I 
am such a coward that I did not even dare to projiose to stay for 
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it. Violet would have told me that such manifestation of interest 
was unfit for my condition as a widow. But in truth, Phineas, 
there is nothing else now that does interest me. If, looking on 
from a distance, I can see you succeed, I shall try once more to 
care for the questions of the day. When you have succeeded, as 
I know you will, it will be some consolation to me to think that I 
also helped a little. 

suppose I must not ask you to come to Lough Linter ? But 
you will know best. If you will do so* I shall care nothing for 
what any one may say. Oswald hardly mentions your name in my 
hearing, and of course I know of what he is thinking. When I am 
with him I am afraid of him, because it would add infinitely to 
my grief were I driven to (juarrel with him ; but I am my own 
mistress as much as he is his own master, and I will not regulate 
my conduct hy his wislies. If you please to come you will be 
welcome as the flowers in May. Ah, how weak are such words in 
giving any idea of the joy with which I should see you ! 

^^Cod bless you, riiineas. 

Your most affectionate friend, 

‘‘Laura Kennedy. 

“ Write to me at Lough Linter. 1 shall long to hear that you 
have taken your seat immediately on your re-election. Pray do 
not lose a day. I am sure that all your friends will advise you 
as I do.^^ 

Throughout her whole letter she was struggling to tell him once 
again of her love, and yet to do it in some way of which she need 
not be ashamed. It was not till she had come to the last words 
that she could force her pen to speak of her affection, and 
then the words did not come freely as she wouhl have had them. 
She knew that he would not come to Lough Linter. She felt that 
were he to do so he could come only as a suitor for her hand, and 
that such a suit, in these early days of her widowhood, carried on 
hi her late husband’s house, would be held to be disgraceful. As 
regarded herself, she would have fiiced all that for the sake of the 
thing to be attained. r>ut sjie knew that he would not come. Pie 
had become wise by experience, and would perceive the result of 
such coming, — and would avoid it. His answer to her letter 
reached Lough Linter before she did : — 
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* Great Marlborough Street, 

‘‘ Monday night 


‘‘Dear Lady Laura, — 

“ I should have called -in the Square last night, only that I 
feel that I-.ady Chiltern must be weary of the woes of so doleful 
a person as myself. I dined and spent the evening with the 
Lows, and was quite aware that I disgraced myself with them by 
being perpetually lachrymose. As a rule I do not think that I 
am more given than other people to talk of myself, but I am 
conscious of a certain incapability of getting rid of myself what 
has grown upon me since those 'vveary weeks in Newgate and 
those frightful days in tlic dock ; and this makes me unfit for 
society. Should I again have a scat in the House I shall be 
afraid to get upon my legs, lest I should find myself talking of 
the time in which I stood before the judge with a halter round 
my neck. 

J sympathise with you perfectly in what you say about Lough 
LijUcr. It may be right that you should go there and show your- 
self, — so that those who knew the Kcnnedys in Scotland should 
not say tliat you had not dared to visit the place, but I do not 
think it possible that you should live there as yet. And why 
should you do so ? I cannot conceive that your presence there 
should do good, unless you took delight in the place. 

I will not go to Lough Linter myself, although 1 know how 
warm would be my welcome.'' When he had got so far with his 
letter he found the difficulty of going on with it to be almost 
insuperable. How could he give her any reasons for Iiis not 
making the journey to Scotland ? People would say that you 
and I should not be alone together after all the evil that has 
been spoken of us ; — and would be specially eager in saying so 
were 1 now to visit you, so lately made a vvidow, and to sojourn 
with you in the house that did belong to your husband. Only 
think how eloquent would be the indignation of I’he People’s 
Banner were it known that I was at Lough Linter.” Could he 
have spoken the truth openly, such w^ere the reasons that he 
would have given j but it w^as impossible that such truths should 
be WTitten by him in a letter to herself. And then it was almost 
equally difficult for him to tell her of a visit which he had re- 
solved*to make. But the letter must be completed, and at last 
the words were written. “ I could be of no real service to you 
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there, as will be your brother and your brother's wife, even 
though their stay with you is to be so short. Were I you I 
would go out among the people as much as possible, even 
though they should not receive you cordially at first. Though 
we hear so much of clanship in the Highlands, I think the High- 
landers are prone to cling to any one who has territorial authority 
among them. They thought a great deal of Mr. Kennedy, but 
they had never heard his name fifty years ago. I suppose you 
will return to Saulsby soon, and then, perhaps, I may h,e able to 
sec you. 

In the meantime I am going to Matc'hing.’' This difficulty 

as worse even than the other. ‘^Both the Duke and Duchess 
have asked me, and I know that I am bound to make an effort to 
lace my fellow creatures again. The horror T feel at being stared 
at, as the man that was not — hung as a murderer, is strongcrlhan 
1 can describe; and I am well aware that I shall be talked to and 
made a wonder of on that ground. I am told tliat I am to be 
re-elected triumpliantly at 'J'ankcrville without a penny of cost or 
the troiilile of asking for a vote, simply because I didn't knock 
j)Oor Mr. Bontceii on the head. TJiis to me is abominable, but T 
cannot help myself, •unless T resolve to go away and hide m 3 ^scir. 
That 1 know cannot be right, and therefore I had better go . 
through it and have done with it. Thoiigli I am to be stared at, 

I shall not be stared at very long. Some other monster will come 
iij) and take my jfiace, and I sliali be the only jicrson wlio will 
not forget it all. I'hcrclore I have acce])led the Duke's invita- 
tion, and shall go to ]\Tatching some time in the end of August. 
All the world is to be there. 

•^This re-election, — and I believe I shall be rc-electcd to- 
morrow, — would ])c altogether distasteful to me were*it not that 1 
feel that I should not allow myself to be cut to pieces ])y wIkU 
has occurred. I shall hate to go back to the House, and have 
bomcliow learned to dislike and distrust all those things that used 
to be* so fine and lively to me. 1 don’t think that I belie\ c any 
more hi the party ; —or rather in the men who lead it. 1 used to 
have a faith that now seems to me to be marvellous. Iwcn 
twelve months ago, when I was beginning to think of standing for 
Tankervillc, I believed that on our side the men were patriotic 
angels', and that Daubeny and his friends were all fiends or idiots, 
— mostly idiots, but with a strong dash of fiendism to control 
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them. It has all come now to one common level of poor human 
interests. I doubt whether patriotism can stand the wear and 
tear and temptation of the front benches in the House of Com- 
mons. Men are flying at each other’s throats, thrusting and 
parrying, making false accusations and defences equally flflse, 
lying and slandering,— sometimes picking and stealing, — till 
they themselves become unaware of the magnificence of their 
own i^osition, and forget that they are exj)ectcd to be great. 
Tattle tricks of sword-play engage all their skill. And the conse- 
quence is that there is no reverence now for any man in the 
House, — none of that feeling which we used to entertain for Mr. 
Mildmay. 

Of course 1 write — and feel — as a discontented man \ and 
w'hat I say to you I would not say to any other human being. I 
did lt)ng most anxiously for office, having made up my mind a 
second time to look to it as a profession. But I meant to earn 
rny bread honestly, and give it up, — as I did ])crore, when I 
could not keep it wutli a clear conscience. I knew that I was 
hustled out of the object of my poor ambition by that unfortunate 
man who has been Inirried to his fate. In such a position I ought 
to distrust, and do, partly, distrust my own feelings. And I am 
♦aware that I have been soured by ])rison indignities. But still 
the conviction remains -with me that pnrliamentry interests arc 
not those battles of gods and giants wdiicli I used to regard 
them. Our Gyas with the hundred hands is but a Bhree-fingcred 
Jack, and 1 sometimes tliink that we share our great Jove wntli 
the Strand Theatre. Nevertheless I shall go back, — and if they 
will make me a joint lord to-morrow 1 shall be in heaven ! 

‘‘ I do not know^ why 1 should write all this to you except that 
there is no one else to w'hoin I can say it. I'here is no one else 
who would give a moment of time to such lamentations. My 
friends will expect me to talk to them of my experiences in the 
dock rather than polities, and will want to know what rations I 
had in Newgate. 1 went to call on the Governor only yester- 
day, and visited the old room. ‘ I never could really bring my- 
self to think that you did it, Mr. J^inn,’ he said. I looked at 
him and smiled, but I should have liked to fly at his throat. Why 
did J^e not know that the charge was a monstrous absurdity ? Talk- 
ing of that, not even you were truer to me than your brother. One 
expects it from a woman ; — both^the truth and the discernment. 
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** I have written to you a cruelly long letter; but when one^s 
mind is full such relief is sometimes better than talking. Pray 
answer it before long, and let me know what you intend to do. 

“ Yours most affectionately, 

Phineas Finn.'^ 

She did read the letter through, — read it probably more than 
once ; but there was only one sentence in it that had for her any 
enduring interest. ‘‘I will not go to Lough Linter myself.'' 
Though she had known that he would not come her heart sank 
within her, as though now, at this moment, the really fatal 
wound had at last been inflicted. But, in truth, there was 
another sentence as a complement to the first, which rivetted the 
dagger in her bosom. In the meantime I am going to Match- 
ing." Throughout his letter the name of that woman was not 
mentioned, but of course she would be there. The thing had all 
been arranged in order that they two might be brought together. 
She told herself that she had always hated that intriguing woman, 
Lady Glencora. She read the remainder of the letter and under- 
stood it ; but she read it all in connection with the beauty, and 
the wealth, and the art, -and the cunning of Madame Max 
(locslcr. 



CHAPTER XXXL 
PIIINEAS FINN IS RE-ELECTED. 

The manner in which Phineas Finn was returned a second time 
for the borough of Tankervilie was memorable among the annals 
of English elections. When the news reached the town that their 
member was to be tried for murder no doubt every elector believed 
that he was guilty. It is the natural assumption when the police 
and magistrates and lawyers, who have been at work upon the 
matter carefully, have come to that conclusion, and nothing but 
private knowledge or personal afiection will stand against such 
evidence. At Tankervillc there was nothing of either, and our 
hero's guilt was taken as a certainty. There was an interest ielt 
in the wliole matter which w^as full of excitement, and not alto- 
gether without delight to the Tankervillians. Of course the 
borough, as a borough, would never again hold up its head. 
There had never been known such an occurrence in the whole his- 
tory of this country as the hanging of a member of the House of 
Commons. And this member of Parliament was to be hung for 
murdering another member, which, no doubt, added much to the 
importance of the transaction. A large party in the borough 
declared that it was a judgment. Tankervillc had degraded itself 
among boroughs by sending a Roman Catholic to Parliament, and 
had done so at the very moment in which the Church of England 
was being brought into danger. This was what had come 
upon the borough by not sticking to honest Mr. Browborough ! 
There was a moment, — ^just before the trial was begun,T~m which 
a large proportion of the electors was desirous of proceeding to 
work at once, and of sending Mr. Browborough back to his own 
jdace. It was thought that PhineAs Finn should be made to re- 
sign. And very wise men in Tankervillc were much surprised 
when they were told that a member of Parliament cannot .resign 
his seat, — that when once returned he is supposed to be, as long 
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as that Parliament shall endure, the absolute slave his. dDiiK 
stituency and his country, and that he can escape from his servi- 
tude only by accepting some office under the Crown; NoV it was 
held to be impossible that a man charged with murder shonld be 
appointed even to the stewardship of the Chiltern Hundreds. .The 
House, no doubt, could expel a member, and would, ks a matter 
of course, expel the member for Tankerville, — but the House 
could hardly proceed to expulsion before the member’s guilt could 
have been absolutely established. So it came to pass that tliere 
was no escape for the borough from any part of the disgrace to 
which it had slibjected itself by its unworthy clioice, and some 
Tankervillians of sensitive minds wdre of opinion that no Tanker- 
viilian ever again ought to take part in politics. 

Then, quite suddenly, there came into the borough the tidings 
that Phineas Finn was an innocent man. This hapj^ened on the 
morning on which the three telegrams from Prague reached Lon- 
don. The news conveyed by the telegrams was at Tankerville al- 
most as soon as in thev court at the Old Bailey, and was believed 
as readily. I'he name of the lady who hwid travelled all the way 
to Bohemia on behalf of their handsome young member was on 
the tongue of every woman in Tankerville, and a most delightful 
romance was composed. Some few Protestant spirits regretted the 
now assured cscajje of their Roman Catholic enemy, and would not 
even yet allow themselves to doubt that the whole murder had been 
arranged by Divine Providence to bring down the scarlet woman. 

It seemed to them to be so fitting a thing that Providence should 
interfere directly to punish a town in which the sins of the scarlet 
woman were not held to be abominable ! But the multitude were 
soon convinced that their member was innocent ; and as it was 
certain that lie liad been in great peril, — as it was known that' he 
was still in durance, and as it was necessary that the trial should 
proceed, and that he should still stand at least for another day in 
the dock, — ^hc became more than ever a hero. Then came the 
further delay, and at last the triumphant conclusion of the trial. 
When acquitted Phineas Finn was still member for Tankerville 
and might have walked into the House on that very night. Instead 
of doing so he had at once asked for the accustomed means of 
escape from his servitude, and the seat for Tankerville v/as vacant. 
The 'most loving friends of Mr. Browborough perceived at once 
that there was not a chance for him. The bojough was all but 
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unanimous in resolving that it would return no one as its member 
but tlie man who had been unjustly accused of murder, 

Mr. Ruddles was at once despatched to London with two other 
political spirits, — so that there might be a real deputation, — ^and 
waited upon Phineas two days after his release from prison. Rud- 
dles was very anxious to carry his member back with him, assuring 
Phineas of an entry into the borough so triumphant that nothing 
like to it had ever been known at Tankerville. But to all this 
Phineas was quite deaf. At first he declined even to be put in 
nomination. “You can’t escape from it, Mr. Finn, you can’t 
indeed,” said Ruddles. “ You don’t at all understand the enthu- 
siasm of the borough ; does he, Mr. Gadmire ? ” 

“ I never knew anything like it in my life before,” said Gadmire. 

“I believe Mr. Finn would poll two-thirds of the Church 
party to-morrow,” said Mr. Troddles, a leading dissenter in Tan- 
kcrvillc, who on this occasion was the third member of the depu- 
tation. 

“I needn’t sit for the borough unless^ I please, I sui)pose,” 
pleaded Phineas. 

“Well, no ; — at least I don’t know,’^ said Ruddles. “It would 
be throwing us over a good deal, and I’m sure you arc not the 
gentleman to do that. And then, Mr. Finn, don’t you see that 
though you have been knocked about a little lately 

“ By George, he has, — most cruel,” said Troddles. 

“You’ll miss the House if you give it up ; you will, after a bit, 
Mr. Finn. You’ve got to come round again, Mr. linn, — if! may 
be so bold as to say so, and you shouldn’t put yourself out of llic 
way of coming round comfortably.’’ 

Phineas knew tliat tlicre was wisdom in the words of Mr. 
Ruddles, and consented. Though at tins moment he was low in 
heart, disgusted with the w'orld, and sick of humanity, — though 
every joint in his body was still sore from the rack on which he 
had ])cen stretched, ye.t lie knew that it would not be so with him 
always. As others reco\ ered so would he, and it might be that 
he would live to “ miss the House,” should he now refuse the 
offer made to liim. He accepted the offer, but he did so with a 
liositive assurance that no considerMion should at present take 
him to Tankerville. 

“ We ain’t going to charge you, not one nenny,” said ]\Ir.,Gad- 
mire, with cnlhu^asm. 
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** I feel aU. that I owe to the borough/' said Phineas, ** and to 
the warm friends there who have espoused my cause ; but I am 
not in a condition at present, either of mind or body, to put my- 
self forward anywhere in public. I have suffered a great deal." 

Most cruel !” said Troddles. 

“ And am quite willing to confess that I am therefore unfit in 
my present position to serve the borough." 

We can't admit that," said Gadmire, raising his left hand. 

We mean to have you," said Troddles. 

“ There isn't a doubt about your re-election, Mr. Finn," said 
Ruddles. 

I am very grateful, but I cannot be there. I must trust to 
one of you gentlemen to explain to the electors that in my present 
condition I am unable to visit the borough." 

Messrs. Ruddles, Gadmire, and Troddles returned to Tanker- 
ville, — disappointed no doubt at not bringing with them him 
whose company would have made their feet glorious on the pave- 
ment of their native town, — but still Avith a comparative sense of 
their own importance in having seen the great sufferer whose 
woes forbad that he should be beheld by common eyes. They 
never even expressed an idea that he ought to have come, 
alluding even to their past convictions as to the futility of hoping 
for such a blessing ; but spoke of him as a personage made almost 
sacred by the sufferings which he had been made to endure. As 
to the election that would be a matter of course. He was pro- 
posed by Mr. Ruddles himself, and was absolutely seconded by 
the rector of Tankerville, — the staunchest Tory in the place, who 
on this occasion made a speech in which he declared that as an 
Englishman, loving justice, he could not allow any political or 
even any religious consideration to bias his conduct on this occa- 
sion. Mr. Finn had thrown up his .scat under the pressure of a 
false accusation, and it was, the rector thought, for the honour of 
the borough that the seat should be restored to him. So Phineas 
Finn Avas re-elected for Tankerville without opposition and Avith- 
oiit expense ; and for six Aveeks after the ceremony parcels Avere 
showered upon him by the laddies of the borough Avho sent him 
worked slippers, scarlet hunting Avaistcoats, pocket handkerchiefs, 
with “ P. F." beautifully embroidered, and chains made of their 
OAvn hfhir. 

In this conjunction of affairs the editor of The People's 
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-Banner found it somewhat difficult to trim his sails. It was a 
rule of life with Mr. Quintus Slide to persecute an enemy. An 
enemy might at any time become a friend, but while an enemy 
was an enemy he should be trodden on and persecuted. Mr. 
Slide had striven more tlian once to make a friend of Phineas 
Finn ; but Phineas Finn had been conceited and stiff-necked. 
Phineas had been to Mr. Slide an enemy of enemies, and by all 
his ideas of manliness, by all the rules of his life, by every j)rinciple 
which guided him, he was bound to persecute Phineas to the last. 
During the trial and the few weeks before the trial he had written 
various short articles with the view of declaring hbw improper it 
would be should a newspaper express any opinion of the guilt or 
innocence of a sus];ected person while under trial ; and he gave 
two or three severe blows to contemporaries for having sinned in 
the matter; but in all these articles he had contiived to insinuate 
that the member for Tankerville, would, as a matter of course, be 
dealt with by tbe hands of justice. He had been very careful to 
recapitulate all circumstances which had induced Finn to hate the 
murdered man, and had mdre than once related the story of the 
firing of the pistol at Maephersoffs Hotel. Then came the telegram 
from Prague, and for a day or two Mr. Slide was stricken dumb. 
'Fhe accpiittal followed, and Quintus Slide had found himself com- 
})elled to join in the general satisfaction evinced at the escape of 
an innocent man. Then came the re-election for Tankerville, and 
Mr. Slide felt that there was opportunity for another reaction. 
More than enough had been done for Phineas Finn in allowing 
him to illude the gallows. There could certainly be no need for 
crowning him with a political chaplet because he had not murdered 
Mr. Bonteen. Among a few other remarks which Mr. Slide 
threw together the following appeared in the columns of The 
People’s Banner : — 

“We must confess that we hardly understand the principle on 
which Mr. Finn has been re-elected for Tankerville with so much 
enthusiasm, — free of expense, — and without that usual compli- 
ment to the constituency which is implied by the personal 
appearance of the candidate. We have more than once expressed 
our belief that he was wrongly accused in the matter of Mr. Bon- 
teen's murder. Indeed our readers will do us the justice to 
remember that, during the trial and before the trial, we were 
always anxious to allay the very strong feeling against Mr. Finn 
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with which the public mind was then imbued, not only by the 
facts of the murder, but also by the previous conduct of that 
gentleman. But we cannot understand why the late member 
should be thought by the electors of Tankerville to be especially 
worthy of their confidence because he did not murder Mr. Bon- 
teen. He himself, instigated, we hope, by a proper feeling, 
retired from Parliament as soon as he was acquitted. His career 
during the last twelve months has not enhanced his credit, and 
cannot, we should think, have increased his comfort. We 
ventured to suggest after that aftair in Judd Street, as to which 
the policq were so benignly inefficient, that it would not be for 
the welfare of the nation that a gentleman should be employed in 
the public service wliose public life had been m^^rked by the mis- 
fortune which had attended Mr. Finn. Great efforts were made 
by various ladies of the old Whig party to obtain official emj)loy- 
ment for him, but they were made in vain. Mr. Gresham was 
too wise, and our advice, — ^we will not say was followed, — but 
was found to agree with the decision of the Prime Minister Mr. 
Finn was left out in the cold in spite of his great fned|B^a'nd 
then came the murder of Mr. Bonteen. 

Can it be that Mr. Finn’s fitness for Parliamentary duties has 
been increased by Mr. Bonteen’s umortunate death, or by the fact 
that Mr. Bonteen was murdered by other hands than his own ? 
We think not. The wretched husband, who, in the madness of 
jealousy, fired a pistol at this young man’s head, has since died 
in his madness. Docs that incident in the drama give Mr. Finn 
any special claim to consideration ? We think not ; — and we think 
also that the electors of Tankerville would have done better had 
they allowed Mr. Finn to return to that obscurity which he seems 
to have desired. The electors of Tankerville, however, are re- 
sponsible only to their borough, and may do as they please with 
the seat in Parliament which is at their disposal. We may, how- 
ever, protest against the employment of an unfit person in the 
service of his country, — simply because he has not committed a 
murder. We say so much now because rumours of an arrange- 
ment have reached our ears, which, should it come to pass, — 
would force upon us the extremely disagreeable duty of referring 
very forcibly to past circumstances, which may otherwise, perhaps, 
be allowed to be forgotten/' 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

THE END OF THE STORY OF MR. EMILIES AND 
LADY EUSTACE. 

The interest in the murder by no means came to an end when 
Phineas Finn was acquitted. The new facts which served so 
thorouglily to prove him innocent tended with almost equal 
weight to prove another man guilty. And the other man was 
already in custody on a charge which had subjected him to the 
peculiar ill-will of the British public. He, a foreigner and a Jew, 
by n^me Yosef Mealyus, — ^as every one was now very careful 
tb cd|H)im, — had come to England, had got himself to be 
ordained as a clergyman, had called himself Emilius, and had 
married a rich wife with a title, although he had a former wife 
still living in his own country. Had he called himself Jones it 
would have been better for him, but there was something in the 
name of Emilius which added a peculiar sting to his iniquities. 
It was now known that the bigamy could be certainly proved, 
and that his last victim, — our old friend, poor little Lizzie 
Eustace, — would be rescued from his clutches. She would once 
more be a free woman, and as she had been strong enough to 
defend her future income from his grasp, she was perhaps as 
fortunate as she deserved to be. She Avas still young and^ pretty, 
and there might come another lover more desirable than Yosef 
Mealyus. That the man 'svould have to undergo the punishment 
of bigamy in its severest form, there was no doubt ; — but would 
law, and justice, and the prevailing desire for revenge, be able to 
get at him in such a way that he might be hung ? There certainly 
did exist a strong desire to prove Mr. Emilius to have been a 
murderer, so that there might come a fitting termination to his 
career in Great Britain. 

The police seemed to think that they could make but' little 
either of the coat or of the key, unless other evidence, that would 
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be almost sujSident in itself should be found. Lord Fawn 
was informed that his testimony would probably be required at 
another trial, — ^which intimation affected him so grievously that 
his friends for a week or two thought that he would altogether sink 
under his miseries. But he would say nothing which would seem 
to criminate Mealyul A man hurrying along with a grey coat 
was all that he could swear to now, — ^professing himself to be 
altogether ignorant whether the man, as seen by him, had been 
tall or short. And then the manufacture of the key, — ^though it 
was that which made every one feel sure that Mealyus was the 
murderer, — did not, in truth, afford the slightest evidence against 
him. Even had it been proved that he had certainly used the 
false key and left Mrs. Meager's house on the njght in question, 
that would not have sufficed at all to prove that therefore, he had 
committed a murder in Berkeley Street. No doubt Mr. Bonteen 
had been his enemy, — and Mr. Bonteen had. been murdered by an 
enemy. But so great had been the man's luck that no real 
evidence seemed to touch him. Nobody doubted ; — but then b# 
few Imd doubted before as to the guilt of Phineas Finn. • 

There was one other fact by which the truth might, it was 
hoped, still be reached. Mr. Bonteen had, of course, been killed 
by the weapon which had been found in the garden. As to 
that a general certainty prevailed. Mrs. Meager and Miss 
Meager, and the maid-of-all-work belonging to the Meagers, and 
even Lady Eustace, were examined as to this bludgeon. Had 
anything of the kind ever been seen in the possession of the 
clergyman ? The clergyman had been so sly that nothing of the 
kind had been seen. Of the drawers and cupboards which he 
used, Mrs. Meager had always possessed duplicate keys, and 
Miss Meager frankly acknowledged that she had a general and 
fairly accurate acquaintance with the contents of these receptacles ; 
but there had always been a big trunk with an impenetrable 
\ lock, — a lock which required that even if you had the key you 
should be acquainted with a certain combination of letters before 
you could open it, — and of that trunk no one had seen the in- 
side. As a matter of course, the weapon, when brought to 
London, had been kept altogether hidden in the trunk. Nothing 
could be easier. But a man cannot be hung because he has had 
a secret hiding place in which a murderous weapon may have 
been stowed away. 
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But might it not be possible to trace the weapon ? Mealyus, 
on his rettim from Prague, had certainly come through Paris, 
So much was learned,— and it was also learned as a certainty 
that the article was of French, — and probably of Parisian manu- 
facture. If it could be proved that the man had bought this 
weapon, or even such a weapon, in Paris thbn, — ^so said all the 
police authorities, — it might be worth while to make an attempt 
to hang him. Men very skilful in unravelling such mysteries 
were sent to Paris, and the police of that capital entered upon 
the search with most praiseworthy zeal. But the number of life- 
preservers which had blen sold altogether baffled them. It 
seemed that nothing was so common as that gentlemen should 
walk about with bludgeons in their pockets covered with leathern 
thongs. A young woman and an old man who thought that they 
could recollect something of a special sale were brought over, — 
and saw tlie splendour of London under very favourable circum- 
stances ; — ^but when confronted with Mr. Emilius, neither could 
#nture to identify him. A large sum of money was expended, — 
no doubt justified by the high position w^hich poor Mr. Bonteen 
had filled in the counsels of the nation ; but it was expended in 
vain. Mr. Bonteen had been murdered in the streets at the 
West End of London. The murderer was known to everybody. 
He had been seen a minute or two before the murder. The 
motive which had induced the crime was apparent. The 
weapon with which it had been perpetrated had been found. 
The murderefs disguise had been discovered. The cunning 
with which he had endeavoured to prove that he was in bed- 
at home had been unravelled, and the* criminal purpose of his 
cunning made altogether manifest. Every man^s eye could see 
the whole thing from the moment in which the murderer crept 
out of Mrs. Meager’s house with Mr. Meager’s coat upon his 
shoulders and the life-j)reserver in his pocket, till he was seen by 
Lord Fawn hurrying out of the mews to his prey. The blows 
from the bludgeon could be counted. The very moment in 
which they had been struck had been ascertained. His very act 
in hurling the “weapon over the wall was all but seen. And yet 
nothing could be done. It is a very dangerous thing hanging a 
man on circumstantial evidence,” said Sir Gregory Grogram, who, 
a couple of months since, had felt almost sure that his honouiable ^ 
friend Phineas Finn would have to be hung on circumstantial 
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evidence. police and magistrates and lawyers all agreed 

that it would be useless, and indeed wrong, to send the case 
before a jury. But there had been quite sufficient evidence 
against Phineas Finn ! 

In the meantime the trial for bigamy proceeded in order that 
poor little Lizzie Eustace might be freed from the incubus which 
afflicted her. Before the end of July she was made once more 
a free woman, and the Rev. Joseph Emilius, — under which name 
it was thought proper that he should be tried, — was convicted 
and sentenced to penal servitude for five years. A very touch- 
ing appeal waS made for him to the jury by a learned serjeant, 
who declared that his client was* to lose his wife and to be 
punished with extreme severity as a bigamist, because it was 
found to be impossible to bring home against him a charge of 
murder. There was, perhaps, some truth in what the learned 
serjeant said, but the truth had no effect upon the jury. Mr. 
Emilius was found guilty as quickly as Phineas Finn had baeri 
acquitted, and was, i)erhaps, treated with a severity which the 
single crime would hardly have elicited. But all this happened 
in the middle of the efforts which were being made to trace the 
purchase of the bludgeon, and when men hoped two or five or 
twenty-five years *of threatened incarceration might be all the 
same to Mr. Emilius. Could they have succeeded in discovering 
where he had bought the weapon, his years of penal servitude 
would have afflicted him but little. They did not succeed ; and 
though it cannot be said that any mystery was attached to the 
JBonteen murder, it has remained one of those crimes which are 
unavenged by the flagging law. And so the Rev. Mr. Emilius will 
pass away from our story. 

There must be one or two words further respecting poor little 
Lizzie Eustace. She still had her income almost untouched, 
having been herself unable to squander it during her late married 
life, and having succeeded in saving it from the clutches of her 
pseudo husband. And she had her title, of which no one could 
rob her, and her castle down in Ayrshire, — which, however, as a 
place of residence she had learned to hate most thoroughly. 
Nor had she done anything which of itself must necessarily have 
put her out of the pale of society. As a married woman she had 
hadmo lovers ; and, when a widow, very little fault in that line 
had been brought home against her. But the world at large 
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seemed to be sick of her. Mr. Bonteen had been heJ^ife friend, 
and, while it was still thought that Phineas Finn had committed 
the minder, with Mrs. Bonteen she had remained. But it was 
impossible that the arrangement should be continued when it 
became known, — for it was known, — that Mr. Bonteen had been 
murdered by the man who was still Lizzie’s reputed husband. 
Not that Lizzie perceived this, — though she was averse to the 
idea of her husband having been a murderer. But Mrs. Bonteen 
perceived it, and told her friend that she must — go. It was most 
unwillingly that the wretched widow changed her faith as to the 
murderer ; but at last she found herself bound to ‘ believe as the 
world believed; and then she* hinted to the wife of Mr. Emiliiis 
that she had better find another home. 

“ I don’t believe it a bit,” said Lizzie. 

It is not a subject I can discuss,” said the widow. 

And I don’t see that it makes any difference, He isn’t my 
husband. You have said that yourself very often, Mrs. Bonteen.” 

It is better that we shouldn’t be together. Lady Eustace.” 

Oh, I can go, of course, Mrs. Bonteen. There needn’t be the 
slightest trouble about that. I had thought perhaps it might be 
convenient ; but of course you know best.” 

She went forth into lodgings in Half Moon Street, close to the 
scene of the murder, and was once more alone in the world. She 
had a child indeed, the son of her first husband, as to whom it 
behoved many to be anxious, who stood high in rank and high in 
repute ; but such had been Lizzie’s manner of life that neither 
her own relations nor those of her husband could put up with her, , 
or endure her contact. And yet she was conscious of no special 
sins, and regarded herself as one who with a tender heart of her 
own, and a too-confiding spirit, had been much injured by the 
cruelty of those with whom she had been thrown. Now she was 
alone, weeping in solitude, pitying herself with deepest compas- 
sion ; but it never occurred to her that there was anything in her 
conduct that she need alter. She would still continue to play 
her game as before, would still scheme, would still lie ; and 
might still, at last, land herself in that Elysium of life of which 
she had been always dreaming. Poor Lizzie Eustace ! Was it 
nature or education which had made it impossible to her to tell 
the truth, when a lie came to her hand ? Lizzie, the liar ! Poor 
Lizzie 1 
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PHINEAS FINN RETURNS TO HIS DUTIES. 

The election at Tankerville took place during the last week in 
July j and as Parliament was doomed to sit that year as late as 
the loth of August, there was ample time for Phineas to present 
himself and take the oaths before the Session wa*s finished. He 
had calculated that this could hardly be so when the matter of 
re-election was first proposed to him, and had hoped that his re- 
appearance might be deferred till the following year. But there 
he was, once more Member for Tankerville, while yet there was 
nearly a fortnight’s work to be done, pressed by his friends, and 
told by one or two of those whom he most trusted, that he would 
neglect his duty and sIioav himself to be axoward, if he abstained 
from taking his place. “ Coward is a hard word,” he said to Mr. 
Low, who had used it. 

So men think when this or that other man is accused of 
running away in battle or the like. Nobody will charge you with 
cowardice of that kind. But there is moral cowardice as well as 
physical.” 

‘‘ As when a man lies. I am telling no lie.” 

But you are afraid to meet the eyes of your fellow-creatures.” 

Yes, I am. You may call me a coward if you like. What 
matters the name, if the charge be true ? I have been so treated 
that I am afraid to meet the eyes of my fellow-creatures.^ I am 
like a man who has had his knees broken, or his arms cut off. 
Of course I cannot be the same afterwards as I was before.” Mr. 
Low said a great deal more to him on the subject, and all that 
Mr. Low said was true ; but he was somewhat rough, and did not» 
succeed. Barrington Erie and Lord Cantrip also tried their elo- 
quence upon him ; but it was Mr. Monk who at last drew from 
him e. promise that he would go down to the House and be 
sworn in early on a certain Tuesday afternoon. “ I am quite 
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sure of this/' Mr, Monk said, that the sooner you do it the 
less will J>e the annoyance. Indeed there will be no trouble in 
the doing of it The trouble is all in the anticipation, and is 
therefore only increased and prolonged by delay.” “ Of couijie 
it is your duty to go at once,” Mr. Monk had said again, when 
his friend argued that he had never undertaken to sit before^the 
expiration of Parliament. “ You did consent to be put in nomi- 
nation, and you owe your immediate services just as does any 
other Member.” 

If a man's grandmother dies he is held to be exempted.” 

“ But your grandmother has not died, and yout sorrow is not 
of the kind that requires of is supposed to require retirement.” 
He gave way at last, and on the Tuesday afternoon Mr. Monk 
called for him at Mrs. Bunce's house, and went down with him to 
Westminster. They reached their destination somewhat too soon, 
and walked the length of Westminster Hall two or three times 
while Phineas tried to* justify himself. “ I don't think,” said he, 

that Low quite understands my position when he calls me a 
coward.” 

“ I am sure, Phineas, he did not mean to do that.” 

Do npt suppose that I am angry with him. I owe him a 
great deal too much for that. He is one of the few friends I have 
who are entitled to say to me just what they please. But I think 
he mistakes the matter. When a man becomes crooked from age 
it is no good telling him to be straight. He’d be straight if he 
could. A man can't eat his dinner with a diseased liver as he 
could when he was well.” 

But he may follow advice as to getting his liver in order 
again.” 

“ And so am I following advice. But Low seems to think the 
disease shouldn’t be there. The disease is there, and I can’t 
banish it by simply saying that it is not there. If they had hung 
me outright it would be almost as reasonable to come and tell me 
afterwards to shake myself and be again alive. I don’t think that 
Low realises what it is to stand in the dock for a week together, 
wth the eyes of all men fixed on you, and a conviction at your 
heart that every one there believes you to have been guilty of an 
abominable crime of which you know yourself to have been inno- 
cent. For weeks I lived under the belief that I was to be made 
away by the hangman, and to leave behind me a nan^e that would 
make every one who has known me shudder.” 



PHIKEAS FIHN ItlTmiirS TO I^tlS DUTIES. 

God in his mercy has deKvered you from that" 

“He has ;— and I am thankfUl. But my back is not strong 
enough to bear the weight without bending under it. Did you 
see Ratler going in ? There is a man I dread. He is intimate 
enough with me to congratulate me, but not friend enough to ab- 
$t^, and he will be sure to say something about his murdered 
colleague. Very well ; — 111 follow you. Go up rather quick, and 
I^Il come close after you.” Whereupon Mr. Monk entered between 
the two lamp posts in the hall, and, hurrying along the passages, 
soon found himself at the door of the House. Phineas, mth an 
effort at composure, and a smile tliat was almost ghastly at the 
door-keeper, who greeted him with some muttered word of recog- 
nition, held on his way close behind his friend^ and walked up 
the House hardly conscious that the benches on each side were 
empty. There were not a dozen members present, and the 
Speaker had not as yet taken the chair. Mr. Monk stood by him 
while he took the oath, and in two minutes he was on a back 
seat below the gangway, with his friend by him, while the mem- 
bers, in slowly increasing numbers, took their seats. Then there 
were prayers, and as yet not a single man had spoken to him. 
As soon as the doors were again open gentlemen streamed in, and 
some few whom Phineas knew well came and sat near him. One 
or two shook hands with him, but no one said a word to him of 
the trial. No one at least did so in this early stage of the day's 
l^roceedings ; and after half an hour he almost ceased to be afraid. 

Then came up an irregular debate on the great Church 
question of the day, as to which there had been no cessation of 
the badgering with which Mr. Gresham had been attacked since 
he came into office. He had thrown out Mr. Daubeny by oppos- 
ing that gentleman's stupendous measure for disestablishing the 
Church of England altogether, although, — as was almost daily 
asserted by Mr. Daubeny and his friends, — he was himself in 
favour of such total disestablishment. Over and over again Mr. 
Gresham had acknowledged that he was in favour of disestablish 
ment, protesting that he had opposed Mr. Daubeny s Bill without 
any reference to its merits,— solely on the ground that such a* 
measure should not be accepted from such a quarter. He had 
been stout enough, and, as his enemies had said, insolent enough, 
in mhking these assurances. But still he was accused of keeping 
his own hand dark, and of omitting to say what bill he would him- 
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self propose to bring in respecting the Church in the next session. 
It was essentially necessary, — so said Mr. Daubeny and hil friends, 
— 'that the country should know and discuss the proposed measure 
during the vacation. There was, of course, a good deal of re- 
taliation. Mr. Daubeny had not given the country, or even his 
own party,* much time to discuss his Church Bill. Mr. Gresham 
assured Mr. Daubeny that he would not feel himself equal to pro- 
ducing a measure that should change the religious position of every 
individual in the country, and annihilate the traditions and systems 
of centuries, altogether complete out of his own unaided brain; and 
he went on to say that were he to do so, he did not think that he 
should find himself siqDported in such an effort by the friends with 
whom he usually worked. On this occasion he declared that the 
magnitude of the subject and the immense importance of the in- 
terests concerned forbade him to anticipate the passing of any 
measure of general Church reform in the next session. He was 
undoubtedly in favour of Church reform, but was by no means 
sure that tlie question was one which required immediate settle- 
ment. Of this he was sure, — that nothing in the way of legislative 
indiscretion could be so injurious to the country, as any attempt 
at a*hasty and ill-considered measure on this most momentous of 
all questions. 

Th# debate was irregular, as it originated with a question asked 
by one of Mr. Daubeny s supporters, — but it was allowed lo 
proceed for a while. In answer lo Mr. Gresham, Mr. Daubeny 
himself spoke, accusing Mr. Gresham of almost every known 
Parliamentary vice in having talked of a measure coming, like 
Minerva, from his, Mr. Daubeny’s, own brain. The plain and 
simple words by which such an accusation might naturally be re- 
futed would be imparliamentary ; but it would not be unparlia- 
mentary to say that it was reckless, unfounded, absurd, mon- 
strous, and incredible. Then there were various very spirited 
references to Church matters, which concern us chiefly be- 
cause Mr. Daubeny congratulated the House upon seeing a 
Roman Catholic gentleman with whom they were all well ac- 
quainted, and whose presence in the House was desired by each 
side alike, again take his seat for an English borough. And he 
hoped that he might at the same time take the liberty of con- 
gratulating that gentleman on the courage and manly dignity^with 
which he had endured the unexampled hardships of the cruel 
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position in which he had been placed by an untoward combina- 
tion of circumstances. It was thought that Mr. Daubeny did 
the thing very well, and that he was right in doing it ; — ^but 
during the doing of it ppor Phineas winced in agony. Of course 
every member was looking at him, and every stranger in the 
gajjeries. He did not know at the moment whether it behoved 
him to rise and make some gesture to the House, or to say a word, 
or to keep his seat and make no sign. There was a general hum 
of approval, and the Prime Minister turned round and bowed 
graciously to the newly-sworn member. As he said afterwards, it 
was just this which he had feared. But there must surely have 
been something of consolation in the general respect with which 
he was treated. At the moment he behaved with natural in- 
stinctive dignity, though himself doubting the ''propriety of his 
own conduct. He said not a word, and made no sign, but sat 
with his eyes fixed upon the member from whom the compliment 
had come. Mr. Daubeny went on mth his tirade, and was called 
violently to order. The Speaker declared that the whole debate 
had been irregular, but had been allowed by him in deference to 
what seemed to be the general will of the House. Then the tw^o 
leaders of the two parties composed themselves, throwing off their 
indignation while they covered themselves well up with their 
hats, — and, in accordance with the order of the day, an h(jfioiir- 
able member rose to pro]:)Ose a pet measure of his own for pre- 
venting the adulteration of beer by the publicans. He had made 
a calculation that the annual average mortality of England would 
be reduced one and a half per cent., or in other words that 
every English subject born w^ould live seven months longer if the 
action of the I^egislature could provide that the publicans should 
sell the beer as it came from the brewers. Immediately there was 
such a rush of members to the door that not a word said by the 
philanthropic would-be purifier of the national beverage could be 
heard. The quarrels of rival Ministers were dear to the House, 
and as long as they could be continued the benches were crowded 
by gentlemen enthralled by the interest of the occasion. But to 
sink from that to private legislation about beer was to fall into a 
bathos which gentlemen could not endure ; and so the House was 
emptied, and at about half-past seven there was a count-out. That 
gentleman whose statistics had been procured with so much care, 
and who had been at work for the last twelve months on his effort 
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to j)rolong the lives of his fellow-counttymen, was almost broken- 
hearted. But he knew the world too well to complain. He would 
try again next year, if by dint of energetic perseverance he could 
procure a day. 

Mr. Monk and Phineas Finn, behaving no better than the 
others, slipped out in the crowd. It had indeed been arrajj^d 
that they should leave the House early, so that they might dine 
together at Mr. Monk’s house. Though Phine.TS had been re- 
leased from his prison now for nearly a month, he had not as yet 
once dined out of his own rooms. He had not been inside a 
club, and hardly ventured during the day into the streets about 
Pall Mall and Piccadilly. He had been frequently to Portman 
Square, but had not even seen Madame Goesler. Now he was to 
dine out for the first time ; but there was to be no guest but him- 
self. 

It wasn’t so bad after all,” said Mr. Monk, when they were 
seated together. 

At any rate it has been done.” 

“ Yes ; — and there will be no doing of it over again. I don’t 
like Mr. Daubcny, as you know ; but he is happy at that kind of 
thiffg.” 

I hate men who are what you call happy, but who are never 
in earnest, ” said Phineas. 

He was earnest enough, I thought.” 

“ I don’t mean about myself, Mr. Monk. I suppose he thought 
that it was suitable to the*ofcasion that he should say something, 
and he said it neatly. But I hate men who can make capital out 
of occasions, who can be neat and appropriate at the spur of the 
moment, — having, however, probably had the benefit of some fore- 
thought, — but whose words never savour of truth. If I had 
happened to have been hung at this time, — as was so probable, — 
Mr. Daubeny would have devoted one of his half hours to the 
composition of a dozen tragic words which also would have been 
neat and appropriate. I can hear him say them now, warning 
young members around him to abstain from embittered words 
against each other, and I feel sure that the funereal grace of such 
an occasion would have become him even better than the generosity 
of his congratulations.” 

‘‘ It is rather grim matter for joking, Phineas.” 

“Grim enough; but the grimness and the jokes are always 
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running through my mind together. I used to spend hours in 
thinking what my dear friends would say about it when they found 
that I had been hung in mistake how Sir Gregory Grogram 
would like it, and whether men would think about it as they went 
home from The Universe at night. I had various questions to ask 
and,.^swer for myself, — ^whether they would pull up my poor 
body^ for instance, from what unhallowed ground is used for 
gallows coi*pses, and give it decent burial, placing “M.P. for 
Tankerville ” after my name on some more or less explicit tablet.'' 

“ Mr. Daubeny's speech was, perhaps, preferable on the whole." 

Perhaps if was ; — though I used to feel assured that the 
explicit tablet would be as clear to ftiy eyes in purgatory as Mr. 
Daubeny's words have been to my ears this afternoon. I never 
for a moment doubted that the truth would be known before long, 
— but did doubt so very much whether it would be known in time. 
I'll go home now, Mr. Monk, ahd endeavour to get the matter off 
my mind. I will resolve, at any rate, that nothing shall make me 
talk about it any more." 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 


AT MATCHING. 

For about a week in the August heat of a hot summer Phineas 
attended Parliament with ^air average punctuality, and then 
prepared for his journey down to Matcliing Prioiy. During that 
week he spoke no word to any one as to his past tribulation, 
and answered all allusions to it simply by a smile. He had 
determined to live exactly as though there had been no such 
episode in his life as that trial at the Old Bailey, and in most 
respects he did so. During this week he. dined at the club, and 
called at Madame Goeslef s house in Park Lane, — not, however, 
finding the lady at home. Once, and once only, did he break 
ddiii. On the Wednesday evening he met Barrington Erie, and 
was asked by him to go to The Universe. At the moment he 
became very pale, but he at once said that he would go. Had 
Erie carried liim off in a cab the adventure might have been 
successful ; but as they walked, and as they went together through 
Clarges Street and Boltoi^lElpw and Curzon Street, and as the 
scenes whieh had been so frequently and so graphically described 
in court appeared before him one after another, his heart gave way, 
and he couldn^t do it. “ I know I'm a fool, Barrington ; but if 
you don't mind I'll go home. Don't mind me, but just go on." 
Then he turned and walked home, passing through the passage in 
which the murder had been committed. 

“ I brought him as far as the next street," Barrington Erh said 
to one of their friends at the club, ** but I couldn't get him in. I 
doubt if he'll ever be here again." 

. It was past six o'clock in the evening when he reached Matching 
Priory. The Duchess had especially assured him that a brougham 
should be waiting for him at the nearest station, and on ariving 
there he found that he had the brougham to himself. Hv had 
thought a great deal about it, and had enddkvoured to make his 
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calculations. 3Se laew tto woultj be at JiJatdiing^; 

ijnd it would l^' nfecessa^y of hi$ 

4 i)alddlLlues$ a^ m^tiug^ But how should he meet her,--* 

iud in what ^ay irfioidd he 'giib ivhefi they met.? Wouldapy 
arrangement be made, or would all .be left to chance ? Should he 
go*^</)nce to hisovm chamber, -*^^0 as to show himself first when 
dressed for dinner, dt should he allow himself to be taken into axif 
of the mornii% rooms in which the other guests would be congre* 
gated ? He had certainly not sufficiently considered the character 
of the Duchess; when he imagined that she would allow these 
things to arrange themiSelves. She was one of those women whose 
millds were always engaged on such ihatters, and who are able to 
see; how things will go. It must not be assertec^ of her that her 
delicacy was untainted, or her taste perfect; but she was clever, — 
discreet in the midst of indiscretions, — thoughtful, and good- 
natured. She had considered it all, arranged it all, and given her 
orders %vith accuracy. When Phineas entered the hall,— the 
brougham with the luggage having been taken round to some back 
door, — he was at once ushered by a silent man in black into the 
little sitting-room on the ground floor in which the old Duke iged 
to take delight. I^ere he foimd two ladies, — but only two ladies, 
— waiting to receive him. The Duchess came forward to welcome 
him, while Madame Goesler remained in the background, with com- 
. posed face,— as though . she by no means expected his arrival and 
he had chanced to come upon- them ^ she was standing by the 
window. He was thinking of her much more than of her com- 
panion, though he knew also how much he owed to thekindne^ of 
the Duchess. But what she had done for him had come from 
caprice, whereas the other had been instigated and guided 
by affection. He understood all that, and must have shown 
his feeling on his countenance. ‘‘ Yes, there she is,” said the 
Duchess laughing. She had already told him that he was wel- 
come to Matching, and had spoken some short word of congratu- 
lation at his safe deliverance from his troubles. ^ ‘‘If ever one 
friend was grateful to another, you should be grateful to her, Mr. 
Finn.” He did not speak, but walking across the room to the 
w“mdow by which Marie Goesler stood, took her right hand in 
his, and passing his left arm round her waist, kissed her first on 
one Mieek and then on the other. The blood flew to her face 
and suffused her forehead, but she did not speak, or resist him 
VOL. II. T 
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or make any effort to escape from his embrace. As for him, he 
had no thought of it at all. He had made no plan. No idea of 
kissing her when they should meet had occurred to him till the 
moment came. Excellently well done,'' said the Duchess, still 
laughing with silent pleasant laughter. “And now tell us how 
you are after all your troubles." 

He remained with them for half-an-hour, till the ladies went to 
dress, when he was handed over to some groom of^ the chambers 
to show him his room. “ The Duke ought to be here to welcome 
you, of course," said the Duchess j “ but you know official 
matters too well to expect a President of the Board of Trade to 
do his domestic duties. \Ve dine at eight; five minutes befBre 
that time he will begin adding up his last row of figures for the 
day. You never added up rows of figures, I think. You only 
managed colonies." So they parted till dinner, and Phincas re- 
membered how very little had been spoken by Madame Goesler, 
and how few of the words which he had spoken had been addressed 
to her. She had sat silent, smiling, radiant, very beautiful as he 
had thought, but contented to listen to her friend the Duchess. 
She, the Duchess, had asked questions of all sorts, and made many 
statements ; and he had found that with those two women he 
could speak without discomfort, almost with pleasure, on sub- 
jects which he could not bear to have touched by men. “Of 
course you knew all along who killed the poor man," the 
Duchess had said. “ We did ; — did we not, Marie ? — ^just as 
well as if we had seen it. She w^as quite sure that he had got 
out of the house and back into it, and that he must have had a 
key. So she started off to Prague to find the key ; and she 
found it. And we were quite sure too about the coat ; — 
weren't we. That poor blundering Lord h'awn couldn’t explain 
himself, but we knew that the coat he saw was quite different 
from any coat you would wear in such weather. We discussed it 
all over so often ; — every point of it. Poor Lord Fawn ! 'J'hey 
cay it has made quite an old man of him. And as for those 
policemen who didn’t find the life-preserver ; I only think that 
something ought to be done to them." 

“ I hope that nothing will ever be done to anybody. Duchess." 

“ Not to the Reverend Mr. Emilius ; — poor dear Lady Eustace's 
Mr. Emilius ? I do think that you ought to desire that arf end 
should be put to his enterprising career ! I’m sure I do." This 
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was said while the attempt was still being made to trace the pur- 
chase of the bludgeon in Piris. “ WeVe got Sir Gregory Grogram 
here on purpose to meet you, and you must fraternise with him 
immediately to show that you bear no grudge.” 

He only did his duty.” 

Exactly ; — though I think he was an addle-pated old ass not 
to see the thing more clearly. As you’ll be coming into the 
Government Ibefore long we thought that things .had better be 
made straiglit between you and Sir Gregory. I wonder how it 
was that nobc^dy but women did see it clearly ? Look at that 
delightful woman, Mrs. Bunce. Yoy must bring Mrs. Bunce to 
me some day, — or take me to her.” 

** Lord Chillem saw it clearly enough,” said Phineas. 

‘‘ My dear Mr. Finn, Lord Cliiltern is the best fellow in the 
world, but he has only one idea. He was quite sure of your 
innocence because you ride to hounds. If it had been found 
possible to accuse poor Mr. Fothcrgill, he would have been as 
certain that Mr. Fotheargill committed the murder, because Mr. 
Fothergill thinks more of his shooting. However, Lord Chiltem 
is to be here in a day or two, and I mean to go absolutely down 
on my knees to him, — and all for your sake. If foxes can be had, 
he shall have foxes. We must go and dress now, Mr. Finn, and 
I’ll ring for somebody to show you your room.” 

Phineas, as soon as he was alone, thought, not of what the 
Duchess had said, but of the manner in which he had greeted his 
friend, Madame Goesler. As he remembered what he had done, 
he also blushed. Had she been angry with him, and intended to 
show her anger by her silence ? And why had he done it ? What 
had he meant ? He was quite sure that he would not have given 
those kisses had he and Madame Goesler been alone in the room 
together. The Duchess had applauded him, — but yet he thought 
that he regretted it. T’here had been matters between him and 
Marie Goesler of which he w’as quite sure that the Duchess knew 
nothing. 

When he went downstairs he found a crowd in the drawing- 
room, from among whom tha Duke came forward to welcome 
him. “ I am particularly happy to see you at Matching,” said 
the Duke. “ I wish we had shooting to offer you, but we are 
too far south for the grouse. That was a bitter passage of arms 
the other day, wasn’t it ? I am fond of bitterness in debate 
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myself, but I do regret the roughness of the House of Commons. 
I must confess that I do.’" The DuKe did not say a word about 
the trial, and the Duke’s guests followed their host’s example. 

The house was full of people, most of whom had before been 
known to Phineas, and many of whom had been asked specially 
to meet him. Lord and Lady Cantrip were there, and ]\Ir. 
Monk, and Sir Gregory his accuser, and the Home Secretary Sir 
Harry Coldfoot, with his wife. Sir Harry had at t)ne time been 
very keen about hanging our hero, and was now of course hot 
with reactionary zeal. To all those who had bgen in any way 
concerned in the prosecution, the accidents by which Phineas had 
been enabled to escape had been almost as fortunate as to 
Phineas himself.* Sir Gregory himself quite felt that had he 
prosecuted an innocent and very popular young Member of 
Parliament to the death, he could never afterwards have hoped 
to wear his ermine in comfort. Barrington Erie was there, of 
course, intending, however, to return to the duties of his office on 
the following day, — and our old friend Lajurence FitzGibbon with 
a newly-married wife, a lady possessing a reputed fifty thousand 
pounds, by which it was hoped that the member for Mayo might 
be placed steadily upon his legs for ever. And Adelaide Palliser 
was there also, — the Duke’s first cousin, — on whose behalf the 
Duchess was anxious to be more than ordinarily good-natured. 
Mr. Maiile, Adelaide’s rejected lover, had dined on one occasion 
with the Duke and Duchess in London. There had been nothing 
remarkable at the dinner, and he- had not at all understood why 
he had been asked. But when he took his leave the Duchess 
had told him that she would hope to see him at Matching. “ We 
expect a friend of yours to be with us,” the Duchess had said. 
He had afterwards received a written invitation and had accepted 
it ; but he was not to reach Matching till the day after that on 
which Phineas arrived. Adelaide had been told of his coming 
only on this morning, and had been much flurried by the news. 

“ But we have quarrelled,” she said. Then the best thing 
you can do is to make it up again, my doar,” said the Duchess. 
Miss Palliser was undoubtedly of« that opinion herself, but she 
hardly believed that so terrible an evil as a cpiarrel with her lover 
could be composed by so rough a remedy as this. The Duchess, 
who had become used to all the disturbing excitements of life, 
and who didn’t pay so much respect as some do to the niceties of 
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a young lad/s feelings, thought that it would be only necessary 
to bring the young people together again. If she could do that, 
and provide them with an income, of course they would many. 
On the present occasion Phineas was told off to take Miss 
Palliser down to dinner. “ You saw the Chilterns before they 
kft to>vn, I know,” she said. 

‘‘ Oh, yes. I am constantly in Portman Square.” 

“ Of cours^. Lady Laura has gone down to Scotland ; — has 
she not ; — and all alone ? ” 

“ She is alone now, I believe.” 

“ How dreadful ! I do not know any one that I pity so much 
as I do her. I was in the house widi her some time, and she gave 
me the idea of being the most unhappy woman I had ever met 
with. Don^t you think that she is very unhapp^?” 

“ She has had very much to make her so,” said Phineas. “ She 
was obliged to leave her husband because of the gloom of his in- 
sanity ; — and now she is a widow.” 

“ I don^t suppose she ever really — cared for him ; did Ihe ?” 
The question was no sooner asked than the poor girl remembered 
the whole story which she had heard some time back, — the rumour 
of her husband’s jealousy and of the wife’s love, and she became 
as red as fire, and unable to help herself. She could think of no 
word to say, and confessed her confusion by her sudden silence. 

Phineas saw it all, and did his best for her. “ I am sure she 
cared for him,” he said, “though I do not think it was a well- 
assorted marriage. They had different ideas about religion, I 
fancy. So you saw the hunting* in the Brake country to the end ? 
How is our old friend, Mr. Spooner ? ” 

“ Don’t talk of him, Mr. Finn.” 

“ I rather like Mr. Spooner ; — and as for hunting the country, 
I don’t think Chiltern could get on without him. What a capital 
fellow your cousin the Duke is.” 

“ I hardly know him.” 

“ He is such a gentleman ; — ^and, at the same time, the most 
abstract and the most concrete man that I know.” 

“ Abstract and concrete !” 

“ You are bound to use adjectives of that sort now, Miss Palliser, 
if you mean to be anybody in conversation.” 

‘‘But how is my cousin concrete? He is always abstracted 
when I speak to him, I know.” 
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No Englishman whom I have met is so broadly and intuitively 
and unceremoniously imbued with the simplicity of the character 
of a gentleman. He could no more lie than he could eat grass/* 

“ Is that abstract or concrete ?'* 

That's abstract. And I know no one who is so capable of 
throwing himself into one matter for the sake of accomplishing 
that one thing at a time. That's concrete.'* And so the red colour 
faded away from poor Adelaide's face, and the unpleasantness was 
removed. ^ 

“ What do you think of Laurence's wife ?" Erie said to him late 
in the evening. • 

“ I have only just seen her. ' The money is there, I suppose." 

“ The money is there, I believe ; but then it will have to 
remain there. He can’t touch it. There's about ^2,000 a-year, 
which will have to go back to her family unless they have 
children." 

‘‘ I suppose she’s — ^forty ?" 

ll^ell ; yes, or perhaps forty-five. You were locked up at the 
time, poor fellow, — and had other things to think of ; but all the 
interest wc had for anything beyond you through May and June 
was devoted to Laurence and his prospects. It was off and on, 
and on and off, and he was in a most wretched condition. At 
last she wouldn't consent unless she was to be asked here.” 

And who managed it?” 

“ Laurence came and told it all to the Duchess, and she gave 
him the invitation at once." 

Who told you ?" 

“Not the Duchess, — nor yet Laurence. So it may be untrue^ 
you know ; — ^l 3 iit I believe it. He did ask me whether he'd have 
to stand another election at his marriage. He has been going 
in and out of office so often, and always going back to the 
Co. Mayo at the expense of half a year’s salary, that his mind 
liad got confused, and he didn't quite know what did and what 
did not vacate liis seat AVe must all come to it sooner or later, I 
suppose, but the (luestion is whether we could do better than an 
annuity of ;j^2,ooo a year on the life of the lady. Office isn't very 
permanent, but one has not to attend the House above six months 
a year, while you can't get aw'ay from a wife much above a week 
at a time. It has cripi)led him in appearance very much, I think.” 

“ A man always looks changed when he’s married." 
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hope, Mr. Finn, that you owe me no grudge,'' said Sir 
Gregory, the Attorney-General. 

** Not in the least ; why should I ? ” 

« It was a very painful duty that I had to perform, — the most 
painful that ever befel me. I had no alternative but to do it, 
of course, and to do it in the hope of reaching the truth. J3ut a 
counsel for the prosecution must always appear to the accused 
and his friends like a hound running down his game, and anxious 
for blood. The habitual and almost necessary acrimony of the 
defence creates acrimony in the attack. If you were accustomed 
as I am to criminal courts you would observe this constantly. A 
gentleman gets up and declares in ’perfect faith that he is simply 
anxious to lay before the jury such evidence as has been placed 
in his hands. And he opens his case in that ’spirit. Then his 
witnesses are cross-examined with the affected incredulity and 
assumed indignation which the defending counsel is almost bound 
to use on behalf of his client, and he finds himself graducdly im- 
bued with pugnacity. He becomes strenuous, energet^ and 
perhaps eager for what must after all be regarded as success, and 
at last he fights for a verdict rather than for the truth." 

The judge, I suppose, ought to put all that right ? " 

So he does ; — and it comes right. Our criminal practice does 
not sin on the side of severity. But a barrister employed on the 
])rosecution should keep himself free from that personal desire 
for a verdict which must animate those engaged on the defence." 
Then I suppose you wanted to — ^liang me. Sir Gregory." 

“ Certainly not. I wanted the truth. But you in your position 
must have regarded me as a bloodhound." 

‘‘ I did not. As far as I can analyse my own feelings, I en- 
tertained anger only against those who, though they knew me 
well, thought that I was guilty." 

You will allow me, at any rate, to shake hands with you,” 
said Sir Gregory, ‘‘ and to assure you that I should have lived a 
broken-hearted man if the truth had been known too late. As 
it is I tremble and shake in my shoes as I walk about and think 
of what might have been done." Then Phineas gave his hand 
to Sir Gregory, and from that time forth was inclined to think well 
of Sir Gregory. 

’Throughout the \i^hole evening he was unable to speak to 
Madame Gocsler, but to the other people around him he found 
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himself talking quite at his ease, as though nothing peculiar had 
happened to him. Almost everybody, except the Duke, made 
some slight allusion to his adventure, and he, in spite of his 
resolution to the, contrary, found himself driven to talk of it. It 
had seemed quite natural that Sir Gregory, — who had in truth 
been eager for his condemnation, thinking him to have been 
guilty, — should come to him and make peace with him by telling 
him of the nature of the work that had been imposed upon him ; 
— and when Sir Harry Coldfoot assured him that never in his 
life had his mind been relieved of so heavy a weight as when he 
received the information about the key, — that also was natural. 
A few days ago he had thought that these allusions would kill him. 
The prospect of them had kept him a prisoner in his lodgings ; 
but now he smiled and chatted, and was quiet 'and at ease. 

“ Good night, Mr. Finn,'' the Duchess said to him, I know 
the people have been boring you." 

‘‘Not in the least." 

“ ilaw Sir Gregory at it, and I can guess what Sir Gregory was 
talking about." 

“ I like Sir Gregory, Duchess." 

“ That shows a very Christian disposition on your part. And 
then there was Sir Harry. I understood it all, but I could not 
hinder it. But it had to be done, hadn’t it ? — And now there will 
be an end of it." 

“ Everybody has treated me very well," said Phineas almost 
in tears. “ Some people have been so kind to me that I cannot 
understand why it should have been so.” 

“ Because some people are your very excellent good friends. 
We, — that is, Marie and I, you know, — thought it would be the 
best thing for you to come down and get through it all here. We 
could see that you weren’t driven too hard. By the bye, you 
have hardly seen her, — have you ? " 

“ Hardly, since I was upstairs with your Grace.” 

“ My Grace will manage better for you to-morrow. I didn't 
like to tell you to take her out to dinner, because it would have 
looked a little particular after her very remarkable journey to 
Prague. If you ain't grateful you mhst be a wretch." 

“ But I am grateful." 

“ Well ; we shall see. Good-night. You’ll find a lot of men 
going to smoke somewhere, I don't doubt.” 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE TRUMPETON FEUD IS SETTLED. 

• 

In these fine early autumn days spent at Matching, the great 
Trumpeton Wood question was at last settled. During the 
summer considerable acerbity had been added t6 the matter by 
certain articles which had appeared in certain sporting papers, in 
which the new Duke of Omnium was accused of neglecting his 
duty to the county in which a portion of his property lay. The 
question was argued at considerable length. Is a landec#pro- 
prietor bound, or is he not, to keep foxes for the amusement of 
his neighbours ? To ordinary thinkers, to unprejudiced out- 
siders, — to Americans, let us say, or Frenchmen, — there does 
not seem to be room even for an argument. By what law of 
God or man can a man be bound to maintain a ]:>arcel of injurious 
vermin on his property, in the pursuit of which he finds no sport 
himself, and which arc highly detrimental to another sport in 
which he takes, perhaps, the keenest interest? Trumpeton 
Wood was the Duke’s own, — to do just as he pleased with it. 
Why should foxes be demanded from him then any more than a 
bear to be baited, or a badger to be drawn in, let us say, his 
London dining-room ? But a good deal had been said which, 
though not i)erhaps capable of convincing the unprejudiced 
American or Frenchman, had been regarded as cogent argu- 
ments to country-bred Englishmen. The Brake Hunt had been 
established for a great many years, and was the central attraction 
of a district well known for its hunting propensities. The pre- 
servation of foxes might be an open question in such counties as 
Norfolk and Suffolk, but could not be so in the Brake country. 
Many things are, no doubt, permissible under the law, which, if 
done, would show the doer of them to be the enemy of his 
species, — and this destruction of foxes in a hunting country may 
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be named as one of tliem. The Duke might Jiave his foxes 
destroyed if he pleased, but he could hardly do so and remain a 
popular magnate in England. If he chose to put himself in 
opposition to the desires and very instincts of the people among 
whom his property was situated, he must live as a ‘‘man forbid.” 
That was the general argument, and then there was the argument 
special^ to this particular case. As it happened, Trumpeton 
Wood was, and always had been, the great nursery of foxes for 
that side of the Brake country. Gorse coverts make, no doubt, 
the charm of hunting, but gorse coverts will not hold foxes unless 
the woodlands be preserved. The fox is a travelling animal. 
Knowing well that “ home-staying youths have ever homely wits,” 
he goes out and sees the world. He is either born in the wood* 
lands, or wanders thither in his early youth. If all foxes so wan- 
dering be doomed to death, if poison, and wires, and traps, and 
hostile keepers await them there instead of the tender welcome of 
the loving fox-preserver, the gorse coverts will soon be empty, 
andfhe whole country will be afflicted with a wild dismay. All 
which Lord Chiltern understood well when he became so loud in 
his complaint against the Duke. 

But our dear old friend, only the other day a duke, Planty Pall 
as he was lately called, devoted to work and to Parliament, an 
unselfish, friendly, wise man, who by no means wanted other men 
to cut their coats according to his pattern, was the last man in 
England to put himself forward as the enemy of an established 
delight. He did not hunt himself, — but neither did he shoot, or 
fish, or play cards. He recreated himself with blue books, and 
speculations on Adam Smith had been his distraction ; — but he 
knew that he was himself peculiar, and he respected the habits of 
others. It had fallefn out in this wise. As the old Duke had 
become very old, the old Duke’s agent had gradually acquired 
more than an agent’s proper influence in the property ; and as the 
Duke’s heir w^ould not shoot himself, or pay attention to the 
shooting, and as the Duke would not let the shooting of his wood, 
Mr. Fothergill, the steward, had gradually become omnipotent. 
Now Mr. Fothergill was not a hunting man, — but the mischief did 
not at all lie there. Lord Chiltern' would not communicate with 
Mr. Fothergill. Lord Chiltern would write to the Duke, and Mr. 
P'othergill became an established enemy. Hinc illae irae. P^om 
this source sprung all those powerfully argued articles in The 
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Field, BelVs life, and Land and Water for on this matter ail 
the sporting papers were of one mind. 

There is something doubtless absurd in the intensity of the 
worship paid to the fox by hunting communities. The animal 
becomes sacred, and his preservation is a religion. His irregular 
destruction is a profanity, and words spoken to his injury are 
blasphemous.. Not long since a gentleman shot a fox running 
across a woodland ride in a hunting country. He had mistaken 
it for a hare, and had done the deed in the presence of keepers, 
owner, and friends. His feelings were so acute and his remorse 
so great that*, ifi their pity, they had resolved to spare him ; and 
then, on the spot, entered into a sdlemn compact that no one 
should be told. Encouraged by the forbearing tenderness, the 
unfortunate one ventured to return to the house of his friend, the 
owner of the wood, hoping that, in spite of the sacrilege com- 
mitted, he might be able to face a world that would be ignorant 
of his crime. As the vulpicide, on the afternoon of the day of 
the deed, went along the corridor to his room, one maid-servant 
whispered to another, and the poor victim of an imperfect sight 
heard the words — “ That^s he as shot the fox The gentleman 
did not appear at dinner, nor was he ever again seen in those 
parts. 

Mr. Fothergill had become angry. Lord Chiltern, as we know, 
had been very angry. And even the Duke was angry. The 
Duke was angry because Lord Chiltern had been violent ; — and 
Lord Chiltern had been violent because Mr. Fothergiirs conduct 
had been, to his thinking, not only sacrilegious, but one continued 
course of wilful sacrilege. It #nay be said of Lord Chiltern 
that in his eagerness as a master of hounds he had almost 
abandoned his love of riding. To kill a certain number of 
foxes in the year, after the legitimate fashion, had become to 
him the one great study of life ; — and he did it with an energy 
ecjiial to that which the Duke devoted to decimal coinage. 
His huntsman was always well mounted, with two horses ; 
but Lord Chiltern would give up his own to the man and 
take charge of a weary animal as a common groom when he found 
that he might thus further the object of the day's sport. He 
worked as men work only at pleasure. He never missed a day, 
even when cub-hunting recpiired that he should leave his bed at 
3A.:^i. He was constant at his kennel. He was always thinking 
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about it He devoted his life to the Brake Hounds. Ajid it was 
too much for him that such a one as Mr. Fothergill should be 
allowed to wire foxes in Tnimpeton Wooc^ 1 The Duke's property, 
indeed I Surely all that was understood in England by this time. 
Now he had consented to come to Matching, bringing his wife 
with him, in order that the matter might be settled. There had 
been a threat that he would give up the cou ntry, in which case it 
was declared that it TOuld be impossible to carry on th(j, Brake 
Hunt in a manner satisfactory to masters, subscribers, owners of 
coverts, or farmers, unless a different order of things should be 
made to prevail in regard to Trumpcton AVood. * 

The Duke, however, had declined to interfere personally. He 
had told his wife that he should be delighted to welcome Lord and 
Lady Chiltern, — as he would any other friends of hers. The 
guests, indeed, at the Duke's house were never his guests, but 
always hers. But he could not allow himself to be brought into 
an argument with Lord Chiltern as to the management of his own 
property. The Duchess was made to understand that she must 
prevent any such awkwardness. And she did prevent it. ‘‘ And 
now, Lord Chiltern," she said, ‘‘ how about the foxes ? " She had 
taken care there shpuld be a council of war around her. Lady 
Chiltern and Madame Goesler were present, and also Phineas ' 
Finn. 

** Well ; — ^how about them ? " said the lord, showing by the fiery 
eagerness of his eye, and the increased redness of his face, that 
though the matter had been introduced somewhat jocosely, there 
could not really be any joke about it. 

“ AVhy couldn't you keep it all-out of the newspapers ? " 

I don't \vrite the newspapers, Duchess. I can’t help the news- 
papers. When two hundred men ride through Trurnpeton Wood^ 
and see one fox found, and that fox with only three pads, of 
course the newspapers will say that the foxes arc trapped." 

‘ “ We may have traps if w'e like it. Lord Chiltern." 

Certainly ; — only say so, and we shall know where we are." 
He looked very angry, and poor Lady Chiltern was covered with 
dismay. ‘‘The Duke can destrojr the hunt if he pleases, no 
doubt," said the lord. 

“ But we don't like traps. Lord Chiltern ; — nor yet poison, nor 
anything that is wicked. I'd go and nurse the foxes myselfif I 
knew how, wouldn't I, Marie ?" 
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“They have robbed the Duchess of her sleep for the last six 
" months/' said Madame Goesler. 

“And if they go on being not properly brought up and edu- 
cated, they'll make an old woman of me. As lor the Duke, he 
can’t be comfortable in his arithmetic for thiriking of them. But 
v^at can one do?” 

“ Change your keepers/' said Lord Chiltem energetically. 

“ It is easy to say, — change your keepers. How am I to set 
about it ? To whom can I apply to aj^point others ? Don't you 
know what vegted interests mean, Lord Chiltern ? ” 

“ Then nobody can manage his own property as he pleases ? ” 

“ Nobody can, — unless he docs the work himself. If I were to 
go and live in Trumpeton Wood I could do it,; but you see I 
have to live here. I vote that we have an officer of Slate, to go 
in and out with the Government, — ^udlh a seat in the Cabinet or 
not according as things go, and that we call him Foxmaster- 
General. It would be just the thing for Mr. Finn.” 

“ There would be a salary, of course,” said Phineas. 

“ Then I suppose that nothing can be done,” said Lord 
Chiltern. 

“ My dear Lord Chiltern, everything has been done. Vested 
interests have been attended to. Keepers shall prefer foxes to 
pheasai ts, wires shall be unheard of, and Trumpeton Wood shall 
once again be the glory of the Brake Hunt. It won’t cost the 
Duke above a thousand or two a year.” 

“ I should be very sorry indeed to put the Duke to any unne- 
.cessary cx])ense,” said Lord Chiltern solemnly, — still fearing that 
the Duchess was only playing with him. It made him angry that 
he could not imbue other people with his idea of the seriousness 
of the amusement of a whole county. 

“ Do not think of it. We have pensioned poor Mr. Fothcrgill, 
and he retires from the administration.” 

“ Then it'll be all right,” said Lord Chiltem. 

“ I am so glad,” said his wife. 

“ And so the great Mr. Fothergill falls from power, and goes 
down into obscurity,” said Madame Goesler. 

“ He was an impudent old man, and that’s the truth,” said the 
Duchess ; — “ and he has always been my thorough detestation. 
But if you only knew what I . have gone through to get rid of 
him, — and all on account of Trumpeton Wood, — ^you'd send 
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me every brush taken in the Brake country during the next 
season/' 

Your Grace shall at any rate have one of them,” said Lord 
Chiltem. 

On the next day Lord and Lady Chiltem went back to Har- 
rington Hall. When the end of August comes, a master 6f 
hounds, — ^who is really a master, — is wanted at home. Nothing 
short of an embassy on behalf of the great coverts of his country 
would have kept this master away at present ; and now, his diplo- 
macy having succeeded, he hurried back to make the most of its 
results. Lady Chiltem, before she went, made a little speech to 
Phineas Finn. 

‘‘You'll come ^o us in the winter, Mr. Finn?” 

“I should like.” 

“You must. No one was truer to you than we were, you 
know. Indeed, regarding you as we do, how should we not have 
been true ? It was impossible to me that my old friend should 
have been ” 

“ Oh, Lady Chiltem ! ” 

“ Of course you’ll come. You owe it to us to come. And 
may I say this ? If there be anybody to come with you that will 
make it only so much the better. If it should be so, of course 
there will be letters written?” To this question, however, 
Phineas Finn made no answer. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

MADAME GOESLER’S LEGACY. 

One morning, very shortly after hfer return to Harrington, Lady 
Chiltem was told that Mr. Spooner of Spoon Hall had called, 
and desired to see her. She suggested that the gentleman had 
probably asked for lier husband, — who, at that moment, was 
enjoying his recovered supremacy in the centre of Tnimpeton 
Wood ; but she was assured that on this occasion Mr. Spoonef s 
mission was to herself. She had no quarrel with Mr. Spooner, and 
she went to him at once. After the first gi*eeting he rushed into 
the subject of the great triumph. “So weVe got rid of Mr. 
Fothergill, Lady Chiltem.” 

“ Yes ; Mr. Fothergill will not, I believe, trouble us any 
more. He is an old man, it seems, and has retired from the 
Duke's service.” 

“ I can't tell you how glad I am, Lady Chiltern. We were 
afraid that Chiltern would have thrown it up, and then I don't 
know where we should have been. England would not have been 
England any longer, to my thinking, if we hadn't won the day. 
It'd have been just like a French revolution. Nobody would 
have known what was coming or where he was going.” 

I'hat Mr. Spooner should be enthusiastic on any hunting ques- 
tion was a matter of course ; but still it seemed to be odd that he 
should have driven himself over from Spoon Hall to pour his 
feelings into I^ady Chiltern's ear. “ We shall go on very nicely 
now, I don't doubt,” said she ; “ and I'm sure that Lord Chiltem 
will be glad to find that you are pleased.” 

“ I am very much pleased,* I can tell you.” Then he paused, 
and the tone of his voice was changed altogether when he spoke 
again. “ But I didn't come over only about that. Lady Chiltem. 
Miss Palliser has not come back with you. Lady Chiltern?” 
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"We left Miss Palliser at Matching. You kno^ she is the 
Duke’s cousin.” . 

I wish she wasn’t, with all my heart.” 

‘‘Why should you want to rob her of her relations, Mr. 
Spooner ?” 

“Because because . I don't want to say a word 

against her, Lady Chiltern. To me she is perfect as a star ; — 
beautiful as a rose.” Mr. Spooner as he said this pointed first to 
the heavens and then to the earth. “ But perhaps she wouldn’t 
have been so proud of her grandfather hadn’t he been a Duke.” 

“ I don’t think she is proud of that.” * 

“ People do think of it, Lady Chiltern ; and I don’t say that 
they ought not. Of course it makes a difference, and when a 
man lives altogether in the country, as I do, it Sfcems to signify so 
much more. But if you back to old county families. Lady 
Chiltern, the Spooners have been here pretty nearly as long as the 
Pallisers, — if not longer. The Desponders, from whom we come, 
came over with William the Coifqueror.” 

“ I have always heard that there isn’t a more respectable family 
in the county.” 

“ That there isn’t. There was a grant of land, which took 
their name, and became the Manor of Despond ; there’s where 
Spoon Hall is now. Sir Thomas Desponder was one of those 
who demanded the Charter, though his name wasn’t always given 
because he wasn’t a baron. Perhaps Miss Palliser docs not know 
all that.” 

“ I doubt whether she cares about those things.” 

“ Women do care about them, — very much. Perhaps she has 
heard of the two spoons crossed, and doesn’t know that that was 
a stupid vulgar practical joke. Our crest is a knight’s hea4 
bowed, with the motto, “ Desperandum.” Soon after the Con- 
quest one of the Desponders fell in love with the Queen, and 
never would give it up, though it wasn’t any .good. Her name 
was Matilda, and so he went as a Crusader and got killed. But 
wherevever he went he had the knight’s head bowed, and the 
motto on the shield.” 

“What a romantic story, Mr. Spooner !” 

“ Isn’t it ? And it’s quite true. That’s the way we became 
Spooners. I never told her of it, but, somehow I wish I had 
now. It always seemed that she didn’t think that I was anybody.” 
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The truth is, Mr. Spooner, that she was always thinking that 
somebody else was everything. When a gentleman is told that a 
lad/s affections have been pre-engaged, however much he may 
regret the circumstances, he cannot, I think, feel any hurt to liis 
pride. If I understand the matter Miss Palliser explained to you 
that she was engaged when first you spoke to her.” 

‘‘ You are speaking of young Gerard Maule.” 

‘‘ Of course I am speaking of Mr. Maule.'' 

‘‘ But she has quarrelled with him, Lady Chiltern.” 

Don't you know what such quarrels come to ?” 

Well, no. • Tliat is to say, everybody tells me that it is really 
broken off, and that he has gone nobody knows where. At 
any rate he never shows himself. lie doesn't mean it, Lady 
Chiltern.'' 

I don’t know what he means.” 

And he can't afford it, Lady Chiltern. I mean it, and I can 
afford it. Surely that might go for something.” 

I cannot say what Mr. Mauhl may mean to do, Mr. Spooner, 
but I think it only fair to tell you that he is at present staying at 
Matching, under the same roof with Miss Palliser.” 

Maule staying at the Duke's 1 ” When Mr. Spooner heard 
this there came a sudden change over his face. His jaw fell, and 
his mouth was opened, and the redness of his cheeks flew up to 
his forehead. 

He was expected ther^ yesterday, and I need hardly suggest 
to you what will be the end of the quarrel.” 

Going to the Duke's won't give him an income.” 

I know nothing about that, Mr. Spooner. But it really seems 
to me that you misinterpret the nature of the ^flections of 
such a girl as Miss Palliser. Do you think it likely that she 
should cease to love a man because he is not so rich as 
another ? ” 

People, when they are married, want a house to live in, Lady 

Chiltern. Now at Spoon Hall 

, Believe me, that is in vain, Mr. Si^ooner.” 

You are quite sure of it ?” 

Quite sure.” 

I'd have done anything for her, — anything ! She might 
have had what settlements she pleased. 1 told Ned that he 
must go, if she made a point of it. I'd have gone abroad, or 
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lived ju$t anywhere, I'd come to timt, that I didn't mind the 
hunting a bit." 

** I'ua sorry for you, — I am indeed.” 

^It cuts a fellow all to pieces so I And yet what is it all 
about ? A slip of a girl that isn't anything so very much out of 
the way after all. Lady Chiltern, I shouldn't care if the horses 
kicked the trap all to pieces going back to Spoon Hall, and me 
with it.” 

“ You'll get over it, Mr, Spooner.” 

“ Get over it ! I suppose I shall ; but I shall never be as I 
was. I've been always thinking of the day when there must be 
a lady at Spoon Hall, and* putting it off, you know. There'll 
never be a lady there now; — nevier. You don’t think there's 
any chance at allV” 

I’m sure there is none.” 

I'd give half I’ve got in all the world,” said the wretched 
man, “jfst to get it out of my head. I know what it will 
come to.” Though he pause€. Lady Chiltern could ask no 
question respecting Mr. Spooner’s future prospects. It'll be 
two bottles of champagne at dinner, and two bottles of claret 
afterwards, every day. I only hope she’ll know that she did 
it. Good-bye, Lady Chiltern. 1 thought that perhaps you'd have’ 
helped me.” 

I cannot help you.” 

“ Good-bye.” So he went down^ to his trap, and drove 
himself violently home, — without, however, achieving the ruin 
which he desired. Let us hope that as time cures his wound 
that threat as to increased consumption of wine may fall to the 
ground unfulfilled. 

In the meantime Gerard Maule had arrived »at Matching 
Priory. 

“ We have quarrelled,” Adelaide had said when the Duchess told 
her that her lover was to come. Then you had better make it 
up again,” the Duchess had answered, — and there had been an end 
of it. Nothing more was done ; no arrangement was made, and 
Adelaide was left to meet the man as best she might. The 
(piarrel to her had been as the disruption of the heavens. She 
had declared to herself that she would bear it ; but the misfortune 
to be borne was a broken world falling about her own ears. She 
had thought of a nunnery, of Ophelia among the water-lilies, and 
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of aB early death-bed* Then she had pictured to herself the 
somewhat ascetic and very laborious life of an old maiden lady 
whose only recreation fifty years hence should consist in looking 
at the portrait of him who had once been her lover. And now 
she w^s told that he was coming to Matching as though nothing 
had been the matter I She tried to think whether it was not her 
duty to have her things at once packed, ahd^isk for a carriage to 
take her to the railway station. But she was in the house of her 
nearest relative, — of him and also of her who were bound to see 
that things were right ; and then there might be a more pleasure- 
able existence* than that which would have to depend on a photo- 
graph for its keenest delight. But how should she meet him ? 
In what way should she address him ? Should she ignore the 
quarrel, or reco^ise it, or take some milder course ? She was 
half afraid of the Duchess, and could not ask for assistance. And 
the Duchess, though good-natured, seemed to her to be rough. 
There was nobody at Matching to whom she could say a word ; — 
so she Iwed on, and trembled, and doubted from hour to liour 
whether the world would not come to an end. 

The Duchess was rough, but she was very good-natured. She 
had contrived that the two lovers should be brought into the same 
house, and did not doubt at all but what they would be able to 
adjust their own little differences when they met. Her experiences 
of the world had certainly made her more alive to the material 
prospects than to the delicate aroma of a love adventure. She 
had been greatly knocked about herself, and the material prospects 
had come uppermost. But all that had happened to her had 
tended to open her hand to other people, and had enabled her to 
be good-natured with delight, even when she knew that her friends 
imposed upon her. She didn't care much for Laurence Fitz- 
Gibbon ; but when she was told that the lady with money would 
not consent to marry the aristocratic pauper excepf on condition 
that she should be received at Matching, the Duchess at once 
gave the invitation. And now, though she couldn’t go into the 
** fal-lallery," — as she called it, to Madame Goesler, — of settling a 
meeting between two young people who had fallen out, she worked 
hard till she accomplished something perhaps more important to 
their future happiness. “Plantagenet," she said, “there can be 
no t>bjection to your cousin having that money." 

** My dear 1" 
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come; you must-reiuember about Adelaide, and that 
young man who is coming here to-day/' 

“You told me that Adelaide is to be married. I don't know 
anything about the young man." 

“ His name is Maule, and he is a gentleman, and all that. 
Some day when his father dies he'll have a small property some, 
where." 

“ I hope he has a profession." 

“ No, he has not. I told you all that before." 

“ If he has nothing at all, Glencora, why did he ask a young 
lady to marry him ?" 

‘‘ Oh, dear ; what's the good of going into all that ? He has 
got something. They'll do immensely well, if you'll only listen. 
She is your first cousin." 

“ Of course she is," said Plantagenet, lifting up his hand to his 
hair. 

“ An(r you are bound to do something for her." 

“ No ; I am not bound. But I'm very willing, — if yo^ wish it. 
Put the thing on a right footing." 

“ 1 hate footings, — that is, riglit footings. We can manage this 
without taking money out of your i:)oc kct." 

“ My dear Glencora, if I am to gi\e my cousin money I shall 
do so by putting my hand intp my own pocket in preference to 
that of any other person.'’ 

Madame Gocslcr says that she'll sign all the pa 2 )ers about the 
Duke's legacy, — the money I mean, — if slip may be allowed to 
make it over to the Duke's niece." 

Of couise Madame Gocsler may do what she likes with 
her own. I cannot hinder her. But I would rather that you 
should not interfere. Twenty-five thousand pounds is a very 
serious sum of monc) ." 

‘‘You Vv'on't'Ukc it." 

“ Certainly not." 

“Nor will Madame Gocslcr; and therefore there can be no 
reason why these young people should not have it. Of course 
Adelaide being the Duke's niece does make a difference. Why 
else should I care about it ? She is nothing to me, — and as for 
him, I shouldn't know him again if I were to meet him in the 
street." 

And so the thing w^as settled. The Duke was powerless 
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against the energy of his wife, and the lawyer was instructed 
that Madame Goesler would take the proper steps for putting 
herself into possession of the Duke's legacy,— as far as the money 
was concerned, — ^with the view of transferring it to the Duke's 
niece, Miss Adelaide PalHser. As for the diamonds, the difficulty 
could not be solved. Madame Goesler still refused jp take them, 
and desired 'her lawyer to instruct her as to the form by which she 
could most thoroughly and conclusively renounce that legacy. 

Gerard Maule had his ideas about the meeting which would 
of course tak^ place at Matching. He would not, he thought, 
have been asked there had it not |>een intended that he should 
marry Adelaide. He did not care much for the giandeur of the 
Duke and Duchess, but he w^as conscious of certain profitable ad- 
vantages which might accrue from such an acknowledgment of 
his position from the great relatives of his intended bride. It 
w^ould be something to be married from the house of th^Duchess, 
and to receive his wife from tlie Duke's hand. His father would 
probably be driven to acquiesce, and i^eople who were almost 
omnipotent in the world would at any rate give him a start. He 
expected no money ; nor did he possess that character, whether 
it be good or bad, which is given to such expectation. But there 
would be encouragement, and the thing would probably be done. 
As for the meeting, — ^lie would take her in his arms if he found 
her alone, and beg her j^vxrdon for tliat cross word about Bou- 
logne. He would assure her that Boulogne itself would be a 
heaven to him if she were with him, — and he thought that she 
would believe him. When he reached the house he was asked 
into a room in which a lot of people were playing billiards or 
crowded round a billiard tabic. The Chilterns were gone, and he 
was at first ill at ease, finding no friend. Madame Goesler, who 
had met him at Harrington, came up to him, and told him that 
the Duchess would be there directly, and then Idxineas, who had 
been playing at the moment of his entrance, shook hands with him, 
and said a word or two about the Chilterns. “ I was so delighted 
to hear of your acquittal,'’ said Maule. 

We never talk about that now," saief Phineas, going back to 
his stroke. Adelaide Palliser was not present, and the difficulty of 
thje meeting had not yet been encountered. They all remained in 
the billiard room till it was time for the ladies to dress, and Ade- 
laide had not yet ventured to show herself. Somebody offered to 
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take him to his room, and be was conducted upstairs, and told 
that they dined at eight, — ^but nothing had been arranged. No- 
body had as yet mentioned her name to him. Surely it could not 
be that she had gone away when she heard that he was coming, 
and that she was really determined to make the quarrel perpetual ? 
He had three quarters of an hour in which to get ready for dinner,* 
and he felt himself to be uncomfortable and out of his element. 
He had been sent to his chamber prematurely, because nobody 
had known what to do with him ; and he wished himself back in 
London. The Duchess, no doubt, had intended to be good- 
natured, but §he had made a mistake. So he sat by his open 
window, and looked out on the ruins of the old Priory, which were 
close to the hou§e, and wondered why he mightn't have been 
allowed to wander about the garden instead of being shut up there 
in a bedroom. But he felt that it would be unwise to attempt 
any escape now. He would meet the Duke or the Duchess, or 
perhaps Adelaide herself, in some of the passages, — and there 
would be an embarrassment. So he dawdled away the time, look- 
ing out of the window as he dressed, and descended to the draw- 
ing room at eight o’clock. He shook hands with the Duke, and 
was welcomed by the Duchess, and then glanced round the room. 
There she was, seated on a sofa between two other ladies, — of whom 
one was his friend, Madame Cloesler. It was essentially neces- 
sary that he should notice her in some way, and he walked up to 
her, and oftered her his hand. It was impossible that he should 
allude to what was past, and he merely muttered something as he 
stood over her. She blushed up to her eyes and was absolutely 
dumb. ‘‘ Mr. Maule, perhaps you’ll take our cousin Adelaide out 
to dinner,” said the Duchess, a moment afterwards, whispering in 
his ear. 

Have you forgiven me ?” he said to her, as they passed from 
one room to the other. 

I will, — if you care to be forgiven.” The Duchess had been 
quite right, and the quarrel was all over without any arrangement. 

On the following morning he was allowed to walk about the 
grounds without any imj5ediment, and to visit the ruins which had 
looked so charming to him from the window. Nor was he alone. 
Miss Palliser waS now by no means anxious as she had been yes- 
terday to keep out of the way, and was willingly persuaded to shoW 
him all the beauties ot the place. 
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I shouldn’t have said what I did, I know/’ pleaded Maule. 

« Never mind it now, Gerard.” 

I mean about going to Boulogne.” 

It did sound so melancholy.” 

But I only meant that we should have to be very careful how 
•we lived. I don’t know quite whether I am so good at being care- 
ful about money as a fellow ought to be.” 

‘‘ You must take a lesson from me, sir.” 

** I have sent the horses to TattersalFs,” he said in a tone that 
was almost funereal. 

“ What ! — already ? ” 

“ I gave the order yesterday, 'jfhey are to be sold, — I don’t 
know when. They won’t fetch anything. They never do. One ^ 
always buys bad horses there for a lot of money, and sells good 
ones for nothing. Where the difference goes to I never could 
make out.” 

1 suppose the man gets it who sells them.” 

‘^Noj he don’t. The fellows get it who have their eyes 
open. My eyes never were open, — except as far as seeing you 
went.” 

Perhaps if you had opened them wider you >fDuldn’t have to 
go to ” 

“ Don’t, Adelaide. But, as I was saying about the horses, 
when they’re sold of course the bills won’t go on. And I suppose 
things will come right. I don’t owe so very much.” 

“ I’ve got something to tell you,” she said. 

“ What about ? ” 

You’re to see my cousin to-da)^ at two o’clock.” 

The Duke?” 

“ Yes, — the Duke ; and he has got a proposition. I don’t 
know that you need sell your horses, as it seems to make you so 
very unhappy. You remember Madame Goesler?” 

“ Of course I do. She was at Harrington.” 

“ There’s something about a legacy which I can’t understand 
at all. It is ever so much money, and it did belong to the old 
Duke. They' say it is to be mine, — or yours ratlicr, if we should 
ever be married. And then you know, Gerard, perhaps, after*all, 
you needn’t go to Boulogne.” So she took her revenge, and he 
hkd his as he pressed his arm round her waist and kissed her 
among the ruins of the old Priory.. 





Freckly at two to the uaoment he had his interview with the 
Dtike> and very disagreeable it was to both of them. The Duke 
was> bound to explain that the magnificent present which was 
being made to his cousin was a gift, not from him, but from 
Madame Goesler ; and, though he was intent on making this as 
plain as possible, he did not like the task. The ^truth is, Mr.* 
Maule, that Madame Goesler is unwilling, for reasons with which I 
need not trouble you, to take the legacy which was left to her by 
my uncle. 1 think her reasons to be insufficient, but it is a 
matter in which she must, of course, judge for herself. She has 
decided, — very much, I fear, at my wife^s instigation, which I 
must own I regret, — to give the money to one of our family, and 
has been pleased. to say that my cousin Adelaide shall be the 
recipient of her bounty. I have nothing to do with it. I cannot 
stop her generosity if I would, nor can I say that my cousin 
ought to refuse it. Adelaide will have the entire sum as her for- 
tune, short by the legacy duty, which, as you are probably aware, 
will be ten per cent, as Madame Goesler was not related to my 
uncle. The money will, of course, be settled on my cousin and 
on her children. I believe that will be all I shall have to say, 
except that Ijidy (ileucora, — the Duchess, I mean, — wishes 
hat Adelaide should be married from our house. If this be so I 
shall, of course, hope to have the honour of giving my cousin 
away.’^ The Duke was by no means a j)ompous man, and probably 
there was no man in England of so high rank who thought so 
little of his rank. But he was stiff and somewhat ungainly, and 
the task which he was called upon lo execute had been very dis- 
agreeable to him. He bowed when he had finished his speech, 
and Cxerard Maule felt himself bound to go, almost without ex- 
pressing his thanks. 

“ My dear Mr. Maule,” said Madame Goesler, you literally 
must not say a word to me about it. The money was not mine, 
and under no circumstances would or could be mine. I have 
given nothing, and could not have presumed to make such a pre- * 
sent. The money I take it does undoubtedly belong to the pre- 
sent Duke, and as he does not wanjt it it is very liatural that it 
should go to his cousin. I trust that you may both live to enjoy 
it long, but I cannot allow any thanks to be given to me by either 
of you.” 

After that he tried the Duchess, who was somewhat more 
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gracious. ^ ^^The tnrtti is, Mr. Maule, you are a very hicky luan 
to find twenty thousand pounds and mote going begging about 
the country in that way.” 

Indeed I am, Duchess.” 

And Adelaide is lucky, too, for I doubt whether either of you 
are given t# any very penetrating economies. I am told that you 
like hunting.” 

I have sent my horses to TattersalFs.” 

There is enough now for a little hunting, I suppose, unless 
you have a dq^en children. And now you and Adelaide must settle 
when it’s to be. I hate things tq be delayed. People go on 
quarrelling and fancying this and that, and thinking that the world 
is full of romance and poetry. When they get married they know 
better.” 

“ I hope the romance and poetry do not all vanish.” 

Romance and poetry are for the most part lies, Mr. Maule, 
and are very apt to bring people into difficulty. I have seen 
something of them in my time, and I much piefcr downright 
honest figures. Two and two make four ; idleness is the root of 
all evil ; love your neighbour like yourself, and the rest of it. Pray 
remember that Adelaide is to be married from here, and that we 
shall be very hapi)y that you should make every use you like of 
our house until then.” 

Wc may so far anticipate in our story as to say that Adelaide 
Pallis(^ and Gerard Maule were married from Matching Priory 
at Matching Church early in that October, and that as far as the 
coming winter was concerned, there certainly was no hunting for 
the gentleman. They went to Naples instead of Boulogne, and 
there remained till the warm weather came in the following spring. 
Nor was that peremptory sale at TatlersalFs countermanded as 
regarded any of the horses. What prices were realised the present 
writer has never been able to ascertain. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

PHINEAS FINN’S SUCCESS. 

When Pliineas Finn had been about a week at Matching he 
received a letter, or rather d very short note, from the Prime 
Minister, asking him to go up to London ; and on the same day 
the Duke of Omnium spoke to him on the subject of the letter. 
‘'You are going up to see Mr. Gresham. Mi; Gresham has 
written to me, and I hope that we shall be able to congratulate 
ourselves in having your assistance next session.” Phineas 
declared that he had no idea whatever of Mr. Gresham's .object 
in summoning him up to London. “ I have his permission to 
inform you that he wishes you to accept office.” Phineas felt 
that he was becoming very red in the face, but he did not 
attempt to make any reply on the spur of the moment. “ Mr. 
Gresham thinks it well that so much should be said to you before 
you* see him, in order that you may turn the matter over in your 
own mind. He would have written to you probably, jnaking 
the offer at once, had it not been that there must be various 
changes, and that one man's jdace must depend on another. You 
will go, I suppose.” ^ 

“Yes ; I shall go certainly. I shall be in London this 
evening.” 

“ I will take care that a carriage is ready for you. I do not 
presume to advise, Mr. Finn, but I hope that there need be no 
doubt as to your joining us.” Phineas was somewhat con- 
founded, and did not know the Duke well enough to give expres- 
sion to his thoughts at the moment. “ Of course you will return 
to us, Mr. Finn.” Phineas said that he would return and trespass 
oivthe Duke^s hospitality for yet a few days. He was quite 
resolved that something must be said to Madame Goesler before 
he left the roof under which she was living. In the course of liie 
autumn she puqiosed, as she liad told him, to go to Vienna, and 
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to remain there almost up to Christmas. Whatever there might 
be to be said should be said at any rate before that. 

He did speak a few words to her before his journey to London, 
but in those words there was no allusion made to the great subject 
which must be discussed between them. ** I am going up to 
London,” he said. 

“ So the Duchess tells me.” 

“ Mr. Gresham has sent for me, — ^meaning, I suppose, to offer 
me the place which he would not give me while that poor man was 
alive.” ^ 

And you w'lll accept it of course, Mr. Finn ?” 

I am not at all so sure of that.” 

But you will You must. You will hardly be so foolish as 
to let the peevish animosity of an ill-conditioned man prejudice 
your prospects even after his death.” 

“ It will not be any remembrance of Mr. Bonteen that will 
induce me to refuse.” 

“ It will be the same thing ; — rancour against Mr. Gresham 
because he had allowed the other man’s counsel to prevail with 
him. The action of no individual man should be to you of 
sufiicient consequence to guide your conduct. If you accept 
ofiic^, you should not take it as a favour conferred by the Prime 
Minister ; nor if you refuse it, should you do so from personal 
feelings in regard to him. If he selects you he is presumed to 
do so because he finds that your services will be valuable to the 
countr}-.” 

‘‘He docs so because he thinks that I should be safe to vote 
for him.” 

“That may be so, or not. You can’t read his bosom quite 
distinctly ; — but you may read your own. If you go into office 
you become the servant of the country, — not his servant, and 
should assume his motive in selecting you to be the same as your 
own in submitting to the selection. Your foot must be on the 
ladder before you can get to the top of it.” 

“ The ladder is so crooked.” 

“ Is it more A’ooked now than it was three years ago j — worse 
than it was six months ago, when you and all your friends looked 
upon it as certain that you would be employed ? Tliere is nothing, 
Mr! Finn, that a man should fear so much as some twist in his 
convictions arising from a personal accident to himself. When 
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we heard that the Devil in his sickness wanted to be a monk, we 
never thought that he would become a saint in glory. When a 
man who has been rejected by a lady expresses a generally ill 
opinion of the sex, we are apt to ascribe his opinions to disap- 
pointment rather than to judgment A man falls and breaks his 
leg at a fence, and cannot be induced to ride again, — not because 
he thinks the amusement to be dangerous, but because he cannot 
keep his mind from dwelling on the hardship , that has befallen 
himself. In all such cases self-consciouSness gets the better of the 
judgment. 

You think it will be so with me ?” 

I shall think so if you now refuse, — because of the misfortune 
which befell you, — that which I know you were most desirous of 
possessing before that accident. To tell you the truth, Mr. Finn, 

I wish Mr. Gresham had delayed his offer till the winter.” 

“And why.?” 

“ Because by that time you will have recovered your health. 
Your mind now is morbid, and out of tune,” ' 

“ There was something to make it so, Madame Goeslcr.” 

“ God knows there was ; and the necessity which lay upon you 
of bearing a bold front during those long and terrible weeks of 
course consumed your strength. The wonder is that the fibres of 
your mind should have retained any of their elasticity after such 
an ordeal. But as you are so strong, it would be a pity that you 
should not be strong altogether. This thing that is now to be 
offered to you is what you have always desired.” 

“ A man may have always desired that which is worthless.” 

“ You tried it once, and did not find it worthless. You found 
yourself able to do good work when you were in •office. If I 
remember right you did not give it up then because it was irksome 
to you, or contemptible, or, as you say, worthless ; but from 
difference of opinion on some political question. You can always 
do that again.” 

“ A man is not fit for office who is prone to do so.” 

“ Then do not you be prone. It means success or failure in 
the profession which you have chosen, and I shall greatly regret 
t<!/ see you damage your chance of success by yielding to scruples 
which have come upon you when you are hardly as yet yourself.” 

She had sjDoken to him very plainly, and he had ^ound it to*^ be 
impossible to answer her, and yet she had hardly touched the , 
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motive by which he believed himself to be actuated. As he 
made his journey up to London he thought very much of her 
words. There had been nothing said between them about money. 
No allusion had been made to the salary of the office which would 
be offered to him, or to the terrible shortness of his own means 
of living. He knew well enough himself that he must take some 
final step in life, or very shortly return into absolute obscurity. 
This woman who had been so strongly advising him to take a 
certain course as to his future life, was very rich ; — and he had 
fully decided that he would sooner or later ask her to be his wife. 
He knew well* that all her friends regarded their marriage as 
certain. The Duchess had almost told him so in as many words. 
Lady Chiltern, who was much more to him than the Duchess, had 
assured him that if he should have a wife to bring with him to 
Harrington, the wife would be welcome. Of what other wife 
could Lady Chiltern have thought ? Laurence FitzGibbon, when 
congratulated on his own marriage, had returned counter con- 
gratulations. Mr. Low flad said that it would of course come to 
pass. Even Mrs. Bunce had hinted at it, . suggesting that she 
would lose her lodger and be a wretched woman. All the world 
had heard of the journey to Prague, and all the world expected 
the marriage. And he had come to love the woman with exces- 
sive affection, day by day, ever since the renewal of their intimacy 
at Broughton Spinnies. His mind 'was quite made up ; — but he 
was by no means so sure of her mind as the rest of the world 
might be. He knew of her, 'what nobody else in all the world 
knew”, — except himself. In that former period of his life, on 
which he now sometimes looked back as though it had been 
passed in another world, this woman had offered her hand and 
fortune to him. She had done so in the enthusiasm of her love, 
knowing his ambition and knowing his poverty, and believing that 
her wealth was necessary to the success of his career in life. He 
had refused the offer, — and they had parted without a word. Now 
they had come together again, and she was certainly among the 
dearest of his friends. Had she not taken that wondrous journey 
to Prague in his behalf, and been the first among those who had 
striven, — and had striven at Ihst successfully, — to save his nepk 
from the halter ? Dear to her ! He knew well as he sat with 
hig eyes closed in the railway carriage that he must be dear to 
her I But might it not well be that she had resolved that friend- 
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ship should take die place of love ? And was it not compatible 
wifli her nature,— with all human nature, — that ih spfte of her 
regard for him she should choose to be revenged for the evil which 
had befallen her, when she offered her hand in vain ? She must 
know by this time that he intended to throw himself at her feet ; 
and would hardly have advised him as she had done as to the 
necessity of following up that success which had hitherto been so 
essential to him, had she intended to give him all that she had 
once offered him before. It might well be that Lady Chiltern, 
and even the Duchess, should be mistaken. Marie Goesler was 
not a woman, he thought, to reveal the deeper purposes of her 
life to any such friend as the "Duchess of Omnium. 

Of his own feelings in regard to the offer* which was about to 
be made to him*he had hardly succeeded in making her under- 
stand anything. That a change had come upon himself was 
certain, but h^ did not at all believe that it had sprung from any 
weakness caused by his sufferings in regard to the murder. He 
rather believed that he had become strflhger than weaker from 
all that he had endured. He had learned when he was younger, 

— ^eome years back, — to regard the political service of his country 
as a profession in which a man possessed of certain gifts might 
earn his bread with more gratification to himself than in any 
other. The work would be hard, and the emolument only inter- 
mittent ; but the service would in itself be pleasuint ; and the 
rewards of that service, — should he be so successful as to obtain 
reward, — would be dearer to him than anything which could 
accnic to him from other labours. To sit in the Cabinet for one 
Session would, he then thought, be more to him than to preside 
over the Court of Queeffs Bench as long as did Lord Mansfield. 
But during the last few months a change had crept across his 
dream, — which he recognised but could hardly analyse. He had 
seen a man whom he despised promoted, and the place to which 
the man had been exalted had at once become contemptible in 
his eyes. And there had been quarrels and jangling, and the 
speaking of evil words between men who should have been quiet 
and dignified. No doubt Madame Coesler was right in attri- 
buting the revulsion in his hopes to Mr. Bonteen and Mr. 
Bonteen’s enmity ; but Phineas Finn himself did not know that 
it was so. 

He arrived in town in the evening, and his appointment with ^ 
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Mr. Gresham was for the following morning. He breakfasted at 
his duby and there he received the following letter from Lady 

Laura Kennedy 

‘^Sanlsby, 28th August, 18 

«My DEAR Phineas, 

^ « I have just revived a letter from Barrington in which he 
tells me that Mr. Gresham is going to offer you your old place 
at the Colonies. He says that now Fawn has been so upset 
by this affair of Lady Eustace’s husband, that he is obliged 
to resign and go abroad.” — This was the first intimation 
that Phineas had heard of the nature of the office to be 
offered to him. — “ But Barrington, goes on to say that he 
thinks you won’t accet)t Mr. Gresham’s offer, and he asks me to 
write to you. Can this possibly be true ? Barrington writes most 
kindly, — with true friendship, — ^and is most anxious for you to 
join^ But he thinks that you are angry with Mr. Gresliam because 
he passed you over before, and that you will not forgive him for 
having yielded to Mr. Hfciteen. I can hardly believe this pos- 
sible. Surely you will not allow the shade of that unfortunate man 
to blight your prospects ? And, after all, of what matter to yoiy s 
the friendship or enmity of of Mr. Gresham ? You have to assert 
yourself, to make your own way, to use your own opportunities, 
and to fight your own battle without reference to the feelings of 
indi’^iduals. Men act together in office constantly, and with con- 
stancy, who are known to hate each other. Where there are so 
many to get what is going, and so little to be given, of course there 
will be struggling and trampling. I have no doubt that Lord Can- 
trip has made a point of this with Mr. Gresham ; — ^lias in point of 
fact insisted upon it. If so, you are lucky to have such an ally as 
Lord Cantrip. He and Mr. Gresham are, as you know, sworn 
friends, and if you get on well with the one you certainly may with 
the other also. Pray do not refuse without asking for time to think 
about it ; — and if so, pray come here, that you may consult my 
father, 

I spent two weary weeks at Lough Linter, and then could 
stand it no longer. I have come here, and here I shall remain 
for the autumn and winter. IP I can sell my interest in the Lou^h 
Linter property I shall do so, as I am sure that neither the place 
noR the occupation is fit for me. Indeed I know not what place 
or what occupation will suit me ! The dreariness of the life before 
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tm i$ |iiij{id!}rfi|ie&^^ ik^ disapj^aii^^^ I havealre^ e». 
di»pe4 tiere sieeim to be nothiog left for oie but to webA^my 
father to &e eo4 The world would say that such a duty in life 
is fit for a widowed childless daughter ; but to you I cannot pre- 
tend to say that my bereavements or misfortunes reconcile me to 
sudi a fate. I cannot c^e to remember age, my ambition, 
and I will say, my love. I suppose that everything is over for 
me,— as though I were an old woman, going down into the grave, 
but at my time of life I find it hard to believe tliat it must be so. 
And then the time of waiting maybe so long 1 I suppose I could 
start a house in London, and get people around ma»by feeding and 
flattering them, and by little intrigues, — like that woman of whom 
you are so fond. It is money that is chiefly* needed for that work, 
and of money I** have enough now. And people would know at 
any rate who I am. But I could not flatter them, and I should 
wish the food to* choke them if they did not please me. ^nd 
you would not come, and if you did, — I may as well say it boldly, 
— others would not. An ill-nalured sprite has been busy with 
me, which seems to deny me everything which is so freely granted 
t(j others. 

‘‘As for you the world is at your feet. I diead two things 
for you, — ^that you should marry unworthily, and that you 
should injure your prospects in public life by an uncompro- 
mising stiffness. On the former subject I can say nothing to 'you. 
As to the latter, let me implore you to come down here before you 
decide upon anything. Of course you can at once accept Mr. 
Cxresham’s offer ; and that is what you should do unless the office 
proposed to you be unworthy of you. No friend of )'’ours will 
think that your old place at the Colonies should be i ejected. 
But if your mind is still turned towards refusing, ask Mr. 
Gresham to give you three or four days for decision, and then 
come here. He cannot refuse you, — nor after all that is passed 
can you refuse me. 

“ Yours affectionately, 

“ L. K." 

^ When he had read this letter he *at once acknowledged to him- 
self that he could not refuse her request. He must go to Saulsby, 
and he must do so at once. He was about to see Mr. Gresham 
immediately, — ^within half an hour ; and as he could not expect 



Bttbe most Above tewaty-fooi' hoois to be allowed to him for 
ctmridaratkm, be ntaet go dwim to Saulsby on the same evening. 
As he walked to the Prime Ministers House he called at a tele- 
graph office and sent down his message. “ I will be at Saulsby 
by the train arriving at 7 p.m. Send to meet me.” Then he went 
00, and in a few minutes found himself in the presence of the 
great man. 

The great man received him with an excellent courtesy. It is 
the special business of Prime Ministers to be civil in detail, 
though roughness, and perhaps almost rudeness in the gross, be- 
comes not unfrfequently a necessity of their position. To a pro- 
posed incoming subordinate a Prime •Minister is, of course, very 
civil, and to a retreating subordinate he is generally more so, — 
unless the retreat be made under unfavourable circumstances. And 
to give good things is always pleasant, unless there be a suspicion 
that the good thing will be thought to be not good enough. No 
such suspicion as that now crossed the mind of Mr. Gresham. 
He had been pressed vefy much by various colleagues to admit 
this young m§n into the Paradise of his government, and had 
been pressed very much also to exclude him ; and this had bedn 
continued till he had come to dislike the name of the young man. 
He did believe that the young man had behaved badly to Mr. 
Robert Kennedy, and he knew tliat the young man on one occa- 
sion had taken to kicking in harness, and running a course of his 
own. He had decided against the young man, — very much no 
doubt at the instance of Mr, Bonteen, — and he believed that in 
so doing he closed the Gates of Paradise against a Peri most 
anxious to enter it. He now stood with the key in his hand and 
the gate opdn, — and the seat to be allotted to the re-accepted one 
was that which he believed the Peri would most grateiully fill. 
He began by making a little speech about Mr. Bpnteen. That 
was almost unavoidable. And he praised in glowing words the 
attitude which Phineas had maintained during the trial. He had 
been delighted with the re-election at Tankerville, and thought 
that the borough had done itself much honour. Then came forth 
his proposition. Lord Fawn had retired, absolutely liroken down 
by repeated examinations respecting the man in the grey coatj 
and the office which Phineas had before lield with so much ad- 
vantage to the public, and comfort to .his immediate chief, Lord 
Cantrip, was there for his acceptance. Mr. Gresham went on to 
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express an ardent hope that he might have the benefit of Mr. 
Finn's services. It was quite manifest from his manner that he 
did not in the least doubt the nature of the reply which he would 
receive. 

Phineas had come primed with his answer, — so ready with it 
that it did not even seem to be the result of any hesitation at the 
moment. I hope, Mr. Gresham, that you will be able to give 
me a few hours to think of this." Mr. Gresham's face fell, for, in 
truth, he wanted an immediate answer ; and though he knew from 
experience that Secretaries of State, and First Lords, and Chan- 
cellors, do demand time, and will often drive very* hard bargains 
before they will consent to get into harness, he considered that 
Under-Secretaries, Junior Lords, and the like, should skip about 
as they were bidden^ and take the crumbs offered them without 
delay. If every underling wanted a few hours to think about it, 
how could any Government ever be got together ? “I am sorry 
to put you to inconvenience," continued Phineas, seeing that the 
great man was but ill-satisfied, but I anf so placed that I cannot 
avail myself of your flattering kindness without son^ little, time ‘ 
for consideration." ' • * ■ 

I had hoped thjit the office was one which you would like." 

“ So it is, Mr. Gresham." 

“ And I was told that you are now free from any scruples, — 
political scruples, I mean, — which might make it difficult for you 
to support the Government." 

Since the Government came to our way of thinking, — a year . 
or two ago, — about 1 enant Right I mean, — I do not know that 
there is any subject on which I am likely to oppose it. Perhaps 
I had better tell you the truth, Mr. Gresham." 

Oh, certainly," said the Prime Minister, who knew very well 
that on such occasions nothing could be worse than the telling of 
disagreeable truths. 

“ When you came into office, after beating Mr. Daubeny on the 
Church question, no man in Parliament was more desirous of 
place than I was, — and I am sure that none of the disappointed 
ones felt their disappointment so keenly. It was aggravated by 
various circumstances, — by calumnies in newspapers, and by 
personal bickerings. I need not go into that wretched story of 
Mr. Bonteen, and the absurd accusation which grew out of those 
calumnies. These things have changed me very much. I have 
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feeling that I have been ill-used, — not by you, Mr. Gresham, 
specially, but by the party ; md I look upon the whole question 
of office with altered eyes/* 

In filling up the places at his disposal a Prime Minister, Mr. 
Finn, has a most unenviable task.” 

• ‘‘I can well believe it” 

When circumstances, rather than any selection of his own, 
indicate the future occupant of any office, this abrogation of his 
patronage is the greatest blessing in the world to him.” 

‘‘ I can believe that also.” 

I wish it* were so with every office under the Crown. A 
Minister is rarely thanked, and woifld as much look for the peace 
ol heaven in his office as for gratitude.” 

“I am sorry that I should have made no exception to such 
thanklessness.” 

‘‘We shall neither of us get on by complaining; — shall we, 
Mr. Finn? You can let me have an answer perhaps by this time 
to-morrow.” ^ 

“ If an answer by telegraph will be sufficient.” 

“ Quite sufficient. Yes or No. Nothing more will be wanted. 
You understand your own reasons, no doubt, fully ; but if they 
were" stated “^at length they would perhaps hardly enlighten me. 
Good ii'.orning.” I'hen as Phineas was turning his back, the 
Prime Minister remembered that it behoved him as Prime 
Minister to repress his temper. “ I shall still hope, Mr. Finn, 
for a favourable answer.” Had it not been for that last word 
Phineas would have turned again, and at once rejected the pro- 
position. 

From Mr. Gresham’s house he went by appointment to Mr. 
Monk^s, and told him of the interview. Mr, Monk’s advice to 
him hrd been exactly the same as that given by Madame Goesler 
and dy I^aura. Phineas, indeed, understood perfectly that no 
• fricno u^ulJ or would give him any other advice. “ He has his 
troubl 'S^.toqv” said Mr. Monk, speaking of the Prime Minister. 

“ \ V;^an can hardly expect to hold such an office without 
trouble T A 

“ Laboi'.r of course there must be, — though I doubt whether it 
is so great ‘ as that of some other persons ; — and responsibility. 
The amount qf trouble depends on the spirit and nature of the 
man. Do you remember old Lord Brock? He was. never 
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troubled He had a triple shield, — a thick skin, an equable 
temper, and perfect self-confidenoe. Mr. Mildmay was of a 
softer temper, and would have suffered had he not been protected 
by the idolatry of a large class of his followers. Mr. Gresham 
has no such protection. With a finer intellect than either, and a 
sense of patriotism quite as keen, he has a self-consciousness which* 
makes him sore at every point. He knows the frailty of his 
teiftper, and yet cannot control ic. And he does not understand 
men as did these others. Every word from an enemy is a wound 
to him. Every slight from a friend is a dagger in his side. But I 
can fancy that self-accusations make the cross on* which he is 
really crucified. He is a man** to whom I would extend all my 
mercy, were it in^my power to be merciful.^' 

You will hardly tell me that I should accept office under him 
by way of obliging him,” 

“Were I you I should do so, — not to oblige him, but because I 
know him to be an honest man.” 

“ I care but little for honesty,” said Phineas, “ \yhich is at the 
disposal of those wlio are dishonest. What am I to think of a 
Minister who could allow himself to be led by Mr. Bonteen ?” 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

THE LAST VISIT TO SAULSBY. 

Phineas, as he journeyed down to Saulsby, knew that he had 
in truth made up his mind. He wks going thither nominally that 
he might listen to the advice of almost his oldest political friend 
before he resolved on a matter ot vital importance to himself ; 
but in truth he was making the visit because he felt that he could 
not excuse himself from it without unkindness and ingratitude. 
She had implored him to come, and he was bound to go, and 
there were tidings to be told which he must tell. It was not 
only that he might give her his reasons for not becoming an 
Under-Secretary of State that he went to Saulsby. He felt him- 
self bound to inform her that he intended to ask Marie Goesler 
to be his wife. He might omit, to do so till he had asked the 
question, — and then say nothing of what he had done should his 
petition be refused ; but it seemed to him that there would be 
cowardice in this. He was bound to treat I..ady Laura as his 
friend in a special degree, as something more than his sister, — 
and he was bound above all things to make her understand in 
some plainest manner that she could be nothing more to* him 
than such a friend. In his dealings with her he had endeavoured 
always to be honest, — ^gentle as well as honest ; but now it was 
specially his duty to be honest to her. When he was young he 
had loved her, and had told ^er so, — and she had refused him. 
As a friend he had been true to her ever since, but that offer 
could never be repeated. And the other offer, — to the woman 
•whom she was now accustomed to abuse, — must be made. Should 
Lady Laura choose to quari;el with him it must be so ; but the 
quarrel should not be of his seeking. 

, He w’as quite sure that he would refuse Mr. Gresham^s offer, 
although by* doing so he would himself throw away the very 
thing which he had devoted his life to acquire. In a foolish. 



310 


PHINEAS REDUX. 


soft moment, — as he now confessed to himself, — he had endea- 
voured to obtain for his own position the sympathy of the minister. 
He had spoken of the calumnies which had hurt him, and of his 
sufferings when he found himself excluded from place in conse- 
quence of the evil stories which had been told of him, Mr. 
Gresham had, in /act, declined to listen to him ; — had said that • 
Yes or No was all that he required, and had gone on to explain 
that he would be unable to understand the reasons proposed to be 
given even were he to hear them. Phineas had felt himself to be 
repulsed, and would at once have shown his anger, had not the 
Prime Minister silenced him for the moment by a civilly worded 
repetition of the offer made. ' ^ 

But the offer sl^ould certainly be declined. As he told himself 
that it must be so, he endeavoured to analyse the causes of this 
decision, but was hardly successful. Pie Iiad thought that he 
could explain the reasons to the Minister, but found himself in- 
capable of explaining them to himself. In regard to means of sub- 
sistence he was no better off now than when he began the world. 
He was, indeed, without incumbrance, but was also without any 
means gf procuring an income. For the last twelve months he 
had been living on his little capital, and two years more of vSuch 
life would bring him to the end of all that he had. Tlierc 
Avas, no doubt, one view of his prosjiects which was bright 
enough. If Marie Goesler accepted him, he need not, at any 
rate, look about for the means of earning a living. But he 
assured himself Avith perfect confidence that no hope in that 
direction Avould have any influence upon the answer he would 
give* to Mr. Gresliam. Had not Marie Goesler herself been 
most urgent Avith him in begging him to accept the offer j and 
was he not therefore justified in concluding tliat she at least 
had thought it necessary that he should earn his bread ? Would 
her heart be softened tOAA^ards him,-0-.AA'Oul(l any further softening 
be necessary, — by his obstinate refusal to comply with her advice ? 
The tAvo things had no reference to each other, — and should be 
regarded by him as jicrfectly distinct. He would refuse Mr. 
Gresham^s offer, — not because he hoped that he might live in 
idleness on the wealth of the woman he loved, — but because the 
chicaneries and intrigues of office had become distasteful to him. 

“ I don^t know which are the falser,'^ he said to himself, thfe 
mock courtesies or the mock indignations of statesmen.'^ 
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He found the EarFs carriage waiting for him at the station, 
and thought of many former days, as he was carried through the ' 
little town for which he had sat in Parliament, up to the house 
which he had once visited in the hope of wooing Violet Effingham. 
The women whom he had loved had all, at any rate, become his 
Vriends, and his thorough friendships were almost all witli women. 
He and Lord Chilteni regarded each other with warm affection ; 
but there was hardly ground for real sympathy between them. ' It 
was the same with Mr. Low and Barrington Erie. Were he to 
die there would be no gap in their lives ; — were they to die there 
would be none in his. But with Violet Effingham, — as he 
still loved to call hei; to himself, — he thought it would be different. 
When the carriage stopped at the hall door he* was thinking of 
her rather than of Lady Laura Kennedy. 

He was shown at once to his bedroom, — the very room in 
which he had written the letter to T^ord Chiltcrn which had 
brought about the duel at Blankcnberg. He was told that he 
would find Lady Laura in the drawing-room waiting for dinner 
for him. The Earl had already dined. 

“ I am so glad you are come,^^ said T.ady Laura, welcoming 
him. “ Papa is not very well and dined early, but I have waited 
for you of course. Of course I have. You did not sui)[)osc I 
would let you sit down alone? I would not see you before you 
dressed because I knew that you must be tired and hungry, and 
that the sooner you got clown the better. Has it not been hot?’^ 

“ And so dusty I I only left Matching yesterday, and seem to 
have been on the railway ever since.'" 

“ Government officials have to take frequent journeys, Mr. 
Finn. How long will it be before you have to go down to Scot- 
land twice in one week, and back as often to form a Minisiry ? 
Your next journey •must l)e into the dining-room ; — in making 
which will you give me your arm ? 

She \xaSy he thought, lighter in lieart and pleasanter in manner 
than slie had been since her return from Dresden. When she 
liad made her little joke about his future ministerial duties llic 
servant had been in the room, and he had not, therefore, stopped 
her by a serious answer. And now she was solicitous about *Iiis 
dinner, — anxious that he should enjoy the good things set before 
him, as is the manner of loving women, pressing him to take 
wine, and playing the good hostess in all things. He smiled. 
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and ate, and diank, and was gracious under her petting ; but 
* he had a weight on his bosom, knowing, as he did, that he 
must say that before long which would turn all her playfulness 
either to anger or to grief. “ And who had you at Matching 
she asked. 

Just the usual set." 

Minus the poor old Duke ?" 

Yes ; minus the old Duke certainly. The greatest change is 
in the name. Lady Glencora was so specially Lady Glencora 
that she ought to have been Lady Glencora to th^ end. Every- 
body call^ her Duchess, but it does not sound half so nice." 

“ And is he altered ?" 

“Not in the ieast. You can trace the lines of lingering regret 
upon his countenance when people be-Grace him ; but that is all. 
There was always about him a simple dignity which made it im- 
possible that any one should slap him on the back ; and that of 
course remains. He is the same Planty Pall ; but I doubt whether 
.any man ever ventured to call him Planty Pall to his face since he 
left Eton." 

“ Tile house was full, I suppose ? " 

“ There were a great many there ; among others Sir Gregory 
Grogram, who apologised to me for having tried to — put an end 
to my career." 

“ Oh, Phineas ! " 

“ And Sir Harry Coldfoot, who seemed to take some credit to 
himself for having allowed the jury to acquit me. And Chiltern 
and his wife were there for a day or two," 

“ What could take Oswald there ? " 

“An embassy of State about the foxes. The Duke’s pro- 
perty runs into his country. She is one of the best wom.^n that 
ever lived." 

“Violet?" 

“ And one of the best wives." 

“She ought to be, for she is one of the happiest. What 
can she wish for that she has not got ? Was your great friend 
there ? " , 

‘He knew well what great friend she meant. “ Madame Max 
Goesler was there." 

“ I suppose so. I never can quite forgive Lady Glencora for 
her intimacy with that woman." 
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Do not abuse her, Lady Laura.” 

« I do BOt intend, — ^not to you at any rate. But I can better 
understand that she should receive the admiration of a gentleman 
than the affectionate friendship of a lady. That the old Duke 
should have been infatuated was intelligible.” 

“ She was veiy good to the old Duke.” 

But it was a kind of goodness which was hardly likely to re- 
commend itself to his nephew^s wife. Never mind ; we won’t 
talk about her now. Barrington was there ?” 

“ For a day or two.” 

“ He seems to be wasting his life.” 

Subordinates in office generalfy do, I tliink.” 

Do not say that, Phineas.” 

“ Some few push through, and one can almost always foretell 
who the few will be. There are men who are destined always 
to occupy second-rate places, and who seem also to know their 
fate. I never heard Erie speak even of an ambition to sit in the 
Cabinet.” 

He likes to be useful.” 

“ All that part of the business which distresses me is pleasant 
to him. He is fond of arrangements, and delights in little party 
successes. Either to effect or to avoid a count-out is a job of 
work to his taste, and he loves to get the better of the Opposition 
by keeping it in the dark. A successful plot is as dear to him as 
to a writer of plays. And yet he is never bitter as is Ratler, or 
unscrupulous as was poor Mr. Bonteen, or full of wrath as is 
Lord Fawn. Nor is he idle like FitzGibbon. Erie always earns 
his salary.” 

‘‘ When I said he was wasting hisiife, I meant that he did not 
marry. , But perhaps a man in his position had better remain 
unmarried.” Phineas tried to laugh, but hardly succeeded well. 
‘‘That, however, is a delicate subject, and we will not touch it 
now. If you won't drink any wine we might as well go into the 
other room.” 

Nothing had as yet been said on either of the subjects which 
had brought him to Saulsl^y, but there had been words which 
made the introduction of them peculiarly unpleasant.* His 
tidings, however, must be told. “ I shall not see Lord Brentford 
to-night? ” he asked, when they were together in the drawing' 
room. 
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If you wish it you can go up to him. He will not come down.” 

Oh, no. It is only because I must return to-morrow,” 

‘‘To-morrow, Phineas !” 

“ I must do so. I have pledged myself to see Mr. Monk, — 
and others also.” 

“ It is a short visit to make to us on my first return home ! 1 
hardly expected you at Lough Linter, but I thought that you 
might have remained a few nights under my father’s roof.” He 
could only reassert his assurance that he \Vas bound to be back in 
London, and explain as best he might that he had come to 
Saulsby for a single night, only because he would ndt refuse hex 
request to him. “I will no'c trouble you, Phineas, by com- 
plaints,” she said. 

“ I Avould give you no cause for complaint if I could avoid it.” 

“And now tell me what has passed between you and Mr. 
Gresham,” she said as soon as the servant had given them coffee. 
They were sitting by a window which opened down to the 
ground, and led on to the terrace and to the lawns below. The 
night was soft, and the air was heavy with the scent of many 
flowers. It was now past nine, and the sun had set ; but there 
was a bright liarvest moon, and the light, though pale, was clear 
as that of day. “ AVill you come and take a turn round the 
garden ? We shall be better there than sitting here. I will get 
my hat ; can I find yours for you ? ” So they both strolled out, 
down the terrace steps, and went forth, beyond the gardens, into 
the jiark, as though they had both intended from the first that it 
should be so. “I know you have not accepted Mr. Greshams 
offer, or you would have told me so.” 

“ I have not accepted.” 

“ Nor have you refused ? ” 

“ No ; it is still open. I must send my answer ])y telegram to- 
morrow — Yes or No, — IMr. Gresham’s time is too precious to 
admit of more.” 

“ Phineas, for Heaven’s sake do not allow little feelings to injure 
you at such a time as this. It .is of your'own career, not of Mr. 
Gresham’s manners, that you should think.” 

“ J have nothing to object to in Mr. Gresham. Yes or No 
will be quite sufficient.” 

“It- must be Yes.” 

“ It cannot be Yes, Lady Laura, That which I desired so 
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ardently six months ago fias now become so distasteful to me 
that I cahnot accept it There is an amount of hustling on the 
Treasury Bench which makes a seat there almost ignominious.’' 

Do they hustle ^ore than they did three years ago ?" 

“ J think they do, or if not it is more conspicuous to my eyes, 
d do not say that it need be ignominious. To such a one as was 
^Ir. Palliscr it certainly is not so. But it becomes so when a man 
goes there to get his bread, and has to fight his way as though for 
bare life. When office first comes, unasked for, almost unexpected, 
full of the charms which distance lends, it is pleasant enough. 
The new conler begins to feel that he too is entitled to rub his 
shoulders among those who rule thd world of Great Britain. But 
when it has been expected, longed for as I longe^ for it, asked for 
by my friends and refused, when all the world comes to know that 
you are a suitor for that which should come without any suit, — 
then the pleasantness vanishes.’' 

1 thought it was to be your career." 

And I ho])cd so." 

“What will you do, Phincas? You cannot live \vithout an 
income." 

“ I must try,” he said, laughing. 

“ You will not share with your friend, as a friend should." 

“ No, I.ady Laura. That cannot be done. ' 

“ I do not sec why it cannot, d'hen you might be indepen- 
dent." 

“ Then I should indeed be dependent." 

“ You arc too proud to owe me anything." 

He wanted to tell her that he was too proud to owe such obli- 
gation as she had suggested to any man or any woman ; but he 
hardly knew how to do so, intending as he did to inform her 
before they returned to the house of his intention to ask Madame 
Gocsler to be his wife. He could discern the difference between 
» enjoying his wife’s fortune and taking gifts of money from one 
who was bound to him by no tie ; — but to her in her present mood 
he could explain no such distinction. On a sudden he rushed at 
the matter in his mind. It had to be done, and must be done 
before he brought her back to the house. He Avas conscious that 
he had in no degree ill-used her. He had in nothing deceived 
hSr. He had kept back from her nothing which the truest friend- 
ship had called upon him to reveal to her. And yet he knew 
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that her mdignatioix would rise^hot within her at his first word. 

Laura/^ he said^ foi^gettiug in his confusion to remember her 
rank, I had better tell you at once that I have determined to ask 
Madame Goeslerto be my wife." 

Oh, then 3 — of course your income is certain." 

If you choose to regard my conduct in that light I cannot* 
help it I do not think that I deserve such reproach." 

Why not tell it all ? You are engaged to her?" 

‘‘ Not so. I have not asked her yet." 

And why do you come to me with the story of your intentions, 

— to me of all persons in the world ? I sometimes think that of 
all the hearts that ever dwelt within a man^s ^ bosom yours is the 
hardest." . 

“ For God’s sake do not say that of me." 

“ Do you remember when you came to ma about Violet, — to 
me, — to me ? I could bear it then because she was good and 
earnest, and a woman that I could love even though she robbed 
me. And I strove for you even against my own heart, — against 
ray own brother. I did; I did. But how am I to bear it now? 
What shall I do now ? She is a woman I loathe." 

Because you do not know her." 

“Not know her I And are yonr eyes so clear at seeing that 
you must know her better than others ? She was the Duke’s 
mistress.’’ 

“ That is untrue, Lady I.aura." 

“ But what dilTerencc does it make to me ? I shall be sure 
that you will have bread to eat, and horses to ride, and a seat in 
Parliament without being forced to earn it by your labour. We 
shall meet no more, of course." 

“ I do not think that you can mean that." 

“ 1 will never receive that woman, nor will I cross the sill of her 
door. Why should I?" 

, “ Should she become my wife, — that I would have thought might 
have been the reason why." 

“ Surely, Phineas, no man ever understood a woman so ill as 
you do.” 

Because I would fain hope that I need not quarrel with my 
oldest friend ?" 

“ Yes, sir ; because you think you can do this without quarrelling. 

' How should I speak to her of you ; how listen to what she would * 




Then sue buddekly tuiuned vpon him, throwing her Arms round ms Neck, 
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tell me ? Phine^is, you have killed me at last” Why could he 
tell her that k was she who had don^ the wrong when she 
gasrfe hit hamito Robert Kennedy ? But he could not tell her, 
md ha wa$ duiinb. And so it’s settled I” 

Miot settled.” 

Psha ! 1 hate your mock modesty ! It is settled. You have 
become far too cautious to risk fortune in such an adventure. 
Practice has taught you to be perfect It was to tell me this that 
you came down here.” 

‘‘ Partly so ” 

“ If would have been more generous of you, sir, to have remained 
away.” 

“ I did not mean to be ungenerous.” 

Then she suddenly turned upon him, throwing her arms round 
his neck, and burying her face upon his bosom. They were at the 
moment in the centre of the park, on the grass beneath the trees, 
and the moon was bright over their heads. He held her to his 
breast while she sobbed, and then relaxed his hold as she raised 
herself to look into his face. After a moment she took his hat 
from his head \?'ith one hand, and with the other swept the hair 
back from his brow. ** Oh, Phineas,” she said, “ Oh, rSy darling I 
My idol that I have worshipped when I should have worshipped 
my God !” 

After that they roamed for nearly an hour backwards and for- 
wards beneath the trees, till at last she became calm and almost 
reasonable. She acknowledged that she had long expected such 
a marriage, looking forward to it as a great sorrow. She re- 
peated over and over again her assertion that she could not 
‘‘ know ” Madame Goesler as the wife of Phineas, but abstained 
from furthjcr evil words respecting the lady. It is better that 
we should be apart,” she said at last I feel that it is better. 
When we are both old, if I should live, we may meet again. I 
‘knew that it was coming, and we had better part.” And yet 
they remained out there, wandering about the park for a long 
portion of the summer night. She did not reproach him again, 
nor did she speak much of the future ; but she alluded to all the 
incidents of their past life, stowing him that nothing which? he 
(||id done, no words which he had spoken, had been forgotten by 
ler. “ Of course it has been my fault,” she said, as at last 
;he parted with him in the drawing-room. “When I was 
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younger I did not understand how strong the heart an be. i 
should have knotvn it, and I pay for my ignorance with the 
penalty of my whole life.” Then he left her, kissing her on 
\>ofe cheeks and on her brow, and went to his bedroom with die 

understanding that he would start for London on the followmg 
morning before she was up. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

AT LAST-AT LAST. 

As he todlc his ticket Phineas sent his mess.'i; 5 e to the Prime 
Minister, taking that personage » literally at his word. The 
message was, No. When writing it in the ofhce it seemed to 
him to be imcourteous, but he found it dirik:ult*to add any other 
words that should make it less so. He supplemented it with a 
letter on his arrival in London, in which he expressed his regret 
that certain circumstances of his life which had occurred during 
the last month or two made him unfit to undertake the duties of 
the very pleasant office to which Mr. Gresham had kindly 
offered to appoint him. That done he remained in town but 
one night, and then set his face again towards Matching. When 
]ie reached that place it was already known that he had refused 
to accept Mr. GreslianTs offer, and he was met at once with re- 
grets and condolements. “ I am sorry that it must be so,'^ said 
the Duke, — who was sorry, for he liked the man, but who said 
not a word more upon the subject. “ You are still young, and 
will have further o])portunities," said Lord Cantrip, but I wish 
that you could have consented to come back to your old chair.” 
‘‘I hope that at any rate we shall not have you against us,” said 
Sir liarr^y Coldfoot. Among themselves they declared one to 
another that he had been so completely ’ pset by his imprison- 
ment and subsequent trial as to be unable to undertake the work 
proposed to him. It is not a very nice thing, you know, to 
be accused ,6f murder,” said Sir Gregory, ‘^and to pass a month 
or two undet the full conviction that you are going to be hung. 
He’ll come right again some day. I only hope it may not be 
too late.” 

So you have decided for freedom ? ” said Madame Goesler 
to him that evening, — the evening of the day on which he had 
returned. 
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“ Yes, indeed.” 

** I have nothing to say against your decision now. No doubt 
your feelings have prompted you right.” 

Now that it is done of course I am full of regrets,” said Phineas. 

“ That is simple human nature, I suppose.” 

‘‘ Simple enough ; and the worst of it is that I cannot quite 
explain even to myself why I have done it. Every friend I had 
in the world told me that I was wrong, and yet I could not help 
myself. The thing was offered to me, not because I was thought 
to be fit for it, but because I had become wonderful by being 
brought near to a violent death ! I remember once, ,when I was 
a child, having a rocking horse ^ivcn to me because I had fallen 
from the top of the house to the bottom without breaking my 
neck. The rockkig-horse was very well then, but I don’t care 
now to have one bestowed upon me for any such reason.” 

Still, if the rocking-horse is in itself a good rocking- 

horse ” 

But it isn’t.” 

“ 1 don’t mean to say a word against your decision.” 

“ It isn’t good. It is one of those toys which look to be so 
very desirable in the shop-windows, but which give no satisfaction 
when they are brought home. I’ll tell you what occurred the 
other day. The circumstances happen to be known to me, though 
1 cannot tell you my authority. My dear old friend Laurence 
Eit/.Gibbon, in the performance of his official duties, had to give 
an opinion on a matter affecting an expenditure of some thirty or 
forty thousand pounds of public money. I don’t think that 
Laurence has generally a very strong bias this way or that on such 
questions, but in the case in question he took upon himself to be 
very debided. He wrote, or got some one to write, a report 
proving that the service of the country imperatively dViUanded 
that the money should be spent, and in doing so was strictly 
within his duty.” 

“ I am glad to hear that he can be no energetic.” 

“ The Chancellor of the Exchequer got hold of the matter, and 
told FitzGibbon that the thing couldn’t be done.” 

That was all right and constitutional, I suppose.” ' 

“Quite right and constitutional. But something had to be 
said about it in the House, and Laurence, with all his usual) 
fluency and beautiful Irish brogue, got up and explained that the 
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money would be absolutely thrown away if expended on a purpose 
so futile as that proposed. I am assured that the great capacity 
which he has thus shown for official work and official life will 
cover a multitude of sins.” 

You would hardly have taken Mr. FitzGibbon as your model 
•statesman.” 

Certainly not ; — and if the story affected him only it would 
hardly be worth telling. But the point of it lies in this that 
he disgusted no one by what he did. The Chancellor of the 
Exchequer thinks him a very convenient man to have about him, 
and Mr. Gresham feels the comfort of possessing tools so pliable.” 

‘‘Do you think that public life ‘then is altogether a mistake, 
Mr. Finn ?” 

“For a poor man I think that it is in this country. A man of 
fortune may be indexiendent ; and because he lias the power of 
independence those who are higher than he will not expect him to 
be subservient. A man who takes to parliamentary office for a 
living may live by it, but he will have but a dog’s life of it.” 

“ If I were you, Mr. Finn, I certainly would not cjioose a dog’s 
life.” 

He said not a word to her on that occasion about herself, 
having made up his mind that a certain period of the following 
day should be chosen for the purpose, and he had hardly yet 
arranged in his mind what words he would use on that occasion. 
It seemed to him that there would be so much to be said that he 
must settle beforehand some order of saying it. It was not as 
though he had merely to tell her of his love. There had been 
talk of love between them before, on which occasion he had been 
compelled to tell her that he could not accept that which she 
offered to^him. It would be impossible, he knew, not to refer to 
that former conversation. And then he had to tell her that 
he, now coming to her as a suitor and knowing her to be a very 
* rich woman, was himself all but penniless. He was sure, . or 
almost sure, that she was as well aware of this fact as he was 
himself ; but, nevertheless, it was necessary that he should tell 
her of it, — and if possible so tell her as to force her to believe 
him when he assured her that he asked her to be his wife, 
ij)t because she was rich, but because he loved her. It was im- 
possible that all this should be said as they sat side by side in the 
irawing-room with a crowd of people almost within hearing, 
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and Madame Goesler had just been called upon to play, which 
she always did directly she was asked. He was invited to make 
up a rubber, but he could not bring himself to care for cards at 
the present moment. So he sat apart and listened to the music. 
If all things went right with him to morrow that music, — or the 
musician who made it, — would be his own for the rest of his life/ 
Was he justified in expecting that she would give him so much ? 
Of her great regard for him as a friend he had no doubt. She had 
shown it in various ways, and after a fashion that had made it 
known to all the world. But so had Lady Laura regared him 
when he first told her of his love at Lough Linter. She had been 
his dearest friend, but she had declined to become his wife ; and 
* it had been partly so with Violet Effingham, whose friendship to 
him had been so sweet as to make him for a while almost think 
that there was more than friendship. Marie Goesler had certainly 
once loved him ; — ^but so had he once loved Laura Standish. He 
had been wretched for a while because Lady Laura had refused 
him. His feelings now were altogether changed, and why should 
not the feelings of Madame Goesler have undergone a similar 
change ? lliere was no doubt of her friendship ; but then neither 
was there any doubt of his for Lady Laura. And in spite of her 
friendship would not revenge be dear to her, — revenge of that 
nature which a slighted woman must always desire ? He had re- 
jected her, and would it not be fair also that he should be rejected ? 
“ I suppose you’ll be in your own room before lunch to-moiTOW,” 
he said to her as they separated for the night. It had come to pass 
from the constancy of her visits to Matching in the old Duke’s 
time, that a certain small morning-room had been devoted to her, 
and this was still su])posed to be her property, — so that she was 
not driven to* herd with the public or to remain in hqr bedroom 
during all the hours of the morning. “Yes,” she said; “I shall 
go out immediately after breakfast, but I shall soon be driven in 
by the heat, and then I shall be there till lunch. ‘The Duchess 
always comes about half-past twelve, to complain generally of the 
guests.” She answered him quite at her ease, making arrangement 
for privacy if he should desire it, but doing, so as though she 
thought that he wanted to talk to her about his trial, or about 
politics, or the place he had just refused. Surely she would harc^’y 
have answered him after such a fashion had she suspected that li^ 
intended to ask her to be his wife. 
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At a little before noon the next morning he knocked at her 
door, and was told to enter. ‘‘ I didn't go out after all,” she said. 

I hadn’t courage to face the sun.” 

I saw that you were not in the garden.” 

If I could have found you I would have told you that I should 
. be here all the morning. I might have sent you a message, only 
only I didn’t.” 

“ I have come 

I know why you have come.” 

I doubt that. I have come to tell you that I love you.” 

“ Oh Phinoas ; — at last, at last !” And in a moment she was in 
his arms. ^ 

It seemed to him 'that from that moment all the explanations, 
and all the statements, and most of the assurances were made by 
her and not by him. After this first embrace he found himself 
seated beside her, holding her hand. “ I do not know that I am 
right,” said he. 

“ Why not right ? ” 

** Because you are rich and I have nothing.” 

“ If you ever remind me of that again I will strike you,” she 
said, raising up her little fist and bringing it down with gentle 
pressure on his shoulder. Between you and me there must be 
nothing more about that. It must be an* even partnership. There 
must be ever so much about money, and you’ll have to go into 
dreadful details, and make journeys to Vienna to see that the 
houses don’t tumble down ; — but there must be no question 
between you and me of whence it came.” 

‘‘You will not think that I have to come to you for that?” 

“ Have you ever known me to*have a low opinion of myself? 
Is it probabL that I shall account myself to be personally so 
mean and*of so little value as to imagine that you cannot love me ? 
I know you love me. But Phineas, I have not been sure till very 

. lately that you would ever tell me so. As for me 1 Oh, 

heavens I when I think of it.” 

“ Tell me that you love me now.” 

“ I think I have said so plainly enough. I have never ceased 
to love you since I first knemyou well enough for love. And I’ll 
t^ll you more, — though perhaps I shall say what you will think 
fcbndemns me; — ^you are the only man I ever loved. My 
husband was very good to me, — ^and I was, I think, good to him. 
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But he was many years my senior, and I cannot say I loved him, 
- — as I do you.” Then she turned to him, and put her head 
on his shoulder. ‘‘And I loved the .old Ehike, too, after a 
fashion. But it was a different thing from this. I will tell you 
something about him some day that I have never yet told to 
a human being.” 

“ Tell me now.” 

“No j not till I am your wife. You must trust me. But I 
will tell you,” she said, “lest you should be miserable. He 
asked me to be his wife.” 

“The old Duke?” 

“ Yes, indeed, and I refused to be a — duchess. Lady Glen- 
cora knew it all, and, just at the time, I was breaking my 
heart, — ^like a fo8l, for you ! Yes, for you 1 But I got over it, 
and am not broken-hearted a bit. Oh, Phineas, I am so happy 
now.” 

Exactly at the time she had mentioned on die previous even- 
ing, at half-past twelve, the door was opened, and the Duchess 
entered the room. ’ “ Oh dear,” she exclaimed, “ perhaps I am in 
the way ; perhaps I am interrupting secrets.” 

“ No, Duchess.” 

“ Shall I retire ? I will at once if there be anything confi- 
dential going on.” 

“ It has gone on already, and been completed,” said Madame 
Goesler rising from her seat. “ It is only a trifle. Mr. Finn has 
asked me to be his wife.” 

“Well?” 

“ I couldnft refuse Mr. Finn a little thing like that.” 

“ I should think not, after going all the way to Prague to 
find a latch key 1 I congratulate you, Mr. Finn, with all my 
heart.” 

“ Thanks, Duchess.” 

“And when is it to be?” 

“ We have not thought about that yet, Mr. Finn, — have we ? ” 
said Madame Goesler. 

“ Adelaide Palliser is going to be married from here some time 
in t)ie autumn,” said the Duchess, “tod you two had better take 
advantage of the occasion.” This plan, however, was considereij 
as being too rapid and rash. Maniage is a very serious affair, 
and many things would require arrangement. A lady with the 



AT LAST— AT LAST 


32s 


wealth which belonged to Madame Goesler cannot bestow 
herself off-hand as may a curate's daughter, let her be ever so 
willing to give her money as well as herself. It was impossible 
that a day should be fixed quite at once ; but the Duchess was 
allowed to understand that the affair might be mentioned. Before 
dinner on that day every one of the guests at Matching Priory 
knew that the man who had refused to be made Under-Secretary 
• of State had been accepted by that possessor of fabulous wealth 
who was well known to the world as Madame Goesler of Park 
Lane. “ I am very glad that you did not take office under Mr. 
Gresham," she said to him when they first met each other again 
in London. Of fourse when I -^as advising you I could not be 
sure that this would liappen. Now yorf can* bide your time, 
and if the opportunity offers you can go to work under better 
auspices." 



CHAPTER XU 
CONCLUSION, 

There remains to us the very easy task of collecting together 
the ends of the tjii ead* of our narrative, and tying them into a 
simple knot, so that there may be no unravelling. Of Mr. 
Emilius it has been already said that his good fortune clung to 
him so far that it was found impossible to copncct him with 
the tragedy of Bolton Row. But he was made to vanish 
for a certain number of years from the world, and dear little 
Lizzie Eustace was left a free woman. When last we heard of 
her she was at Naples, and there was then a rumour that she 
was about to join her fate to that of Lord George de Bruce 
Carruthers, with whom pecuniary matters had lately not been 
going comfortably. Let us hope that the match, should it be a 
match, may lead to the happiness • and respectability of both of 
them. 

As all the world knows, Lord and Lady Chiltern still live at 
Harrington Hall, and he has been considered to do very well 
\pth the Brake country. He still grumbles about Trum- 
peton Wood, and says that it will take a lifetime to repair the 
injuries done by Mr. Fothergill; — but then who ever knew 
a master of hounds who wasn't ill-treated by the ownefs of 
coverts ? 

Of Mr. Tom Spooner it can only be said that he is still a 
bachelor, living with his cousin Ned, and that none of the 
neighbours expect to see a lady at Spoon Hall. In one 
winter, after the period of his misfortune, he became slack 
aboui his hunting, and there wdte rumours that he was 
carrying out that *that terrible threat of his as to the crusader 
which he would go to find a cure for his love. But his 
cousin took him in hand somewhat sharply, made him travel 
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abroad during the summer, and brought him out the next season,. 

as fresh as paint,” as the members of the Brake Hunt declared. 
It was known to every sportsman in the country that poor Mr. 
Spooner had been in love ; but the affair was allowed to be a 
mystery, and no one ever spoke ta Spooner himself upon the 
subject. It is probable that he how reaps no slight amount of 
gratification irom his memory of the romance. 

The marriage between Gerard Maule and Adelaide Palliser 
was celebrated with great glory at Matching, and was mentioned 
in all the leading papers as an alliance in high life. When it 
became kno^i to Mr. Maule, Senior, that this would te so, and 
that the lady would have a very considerable fortune from the old 
Duke, he reconciled himself to the marriage altogether, and at 
once gave way in that matter of Maule Abbey. Nothing he 
thought would be more suitable than that the young people should 
live at the old family place. So Maule Abbey was fitted up, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Maule have taken up their residence there. Under 
the influence of his wife he has promised to attend to his farming, 
and proposes to do no more than go out and seethe hounds when 
they come into his neighbourhood. Let us hope that he may 
prosper. Should the farming come to a good end more will pro- 
bably have been due to his wife^s enterprise than t© his own. The 
energetic father is, as all the world knows, now in pursuit of a 
widow with three thousand a year who has lately come out in 
Cavendish Square. 

Of i^oor Lord Fawn no good account can be given. To his 
thinking official life had none of those drawbacks with which the 
fan a Stic feelings of Phineas Finn had invested it. He could have 
been happy for ever at the India Board or at the Colonial Office ; 
— but his life was made a burden to him by the affair of the 
Bontcen* murder. He was charged with having nearly led to 
the fatal catastrophe of Phineas Finn’s condemnation by his 
erroneous evidence, and he could not bear the accusation. Then 
came the further affair of Mr. lilmilius, and his mind gave 
way; — and he disappeared. Let us hope that he may return 
some day with renewed health, and again be of service to his 
country. ^ 

^ Poetical justice reached Mr. Quintus Slide of The People’s 
Banner. The acquittal and following glories of Phineas Finn 
were gall and wormwood to him ; and he continued his attack 
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upon the member for Tankerville even after it was known that he 
had refused office, and was about to be married to Madame 
Goesler, In these aUacks he made allusions to Lady Laura 
which brought Lord Chiltern down upon him, and there was an 
action for libel. The paper had to pay damages and costs, and 
the proprietors resolved that Mr. Quintus Slide was too energetic 
for their purposes. He is now earning his bread in ^ome humble 
capacity on the staff of The Ballot Box, — which is supposed to 
be the most democratic daily newspaper published in London. 
Mr. Slide has, however, expressed his intention of seeking his 
fortune in *1^0 w York. 

Laurence FitzGibbon certivnly did himself a good turn by 
his obliging deference to the opinion of the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer. He has been in office ever since. It must 
be acknowledged of all our leading statesmen that gratitude 
for such services is their characteristic. Jit is said that he spends 
much of his eloquence in endeavouring to make his wife be- 
lieve that the air of County Mayo is the sweetest in the world. 
Flithcrto, since his marriage, this eloquence has been thrown 
away, for she has always been his companion through the session 
in London, 

It is rumoured that Barrington Erie is to be made Secretary 
for Ireland, but his friends doubt wdiether the office will suit 
him. 

The marriage between Marie Goesler and our hero did not take 
place till October, and then they went abroad for the greater part 
of the winter, Phineas having received leave of absence officially 
from the Speaker and unofficially from his constituents. After all 
that he had gone through it was acknowledged that so much ease 
should be permitted to him. They went first to Vienna, and then 
back into Italy, and were unheard of by their English friends for 
nearly six months. In April they reappeared in London, and 
the house in Park Lane was opened with great eclat. Of Phineas 
every one says that of all living men he has been the most fortunate. 
The present writer will not think so unless he shall soon turn his 
hand to some useful task. Those who know him best say that he 
will ,of course go into office before long* 

Of poor Lady Laura hardly a word need be said. She lives 
at Saiilsby the life of a recluse, and tlie old Earl her father is still 
alive. 
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I'he Duke, as all the world knows, is on the veiy eve of success 
with the decimal coinage. But his hair is becoming grey, and his 
back is becoming bent ; knd men say that he will never live as 
long as his uncle. But then he will have done a great thing, — and- 
Jiis uncle did only little things. Of the Duchess no word need be 
said. Nothing will ever change the Duchess. 


THE END. 
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